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PREFACE. 


The erudite Lessing styles a prefece ‘‘ the 
history of a book.’’ ^ow, though there can 
be no necessity for a preface in tITat sense of 
the word to the reprint of a work of m^re 
whim, which has been nearly ten years before 
the public, yet a few words are requisite to 
prevent the }>resent condensed and revised 
edition from being consi^red ap abridgmeflft. 

However c(|mpact may be the mode of 
printing adopted, tli^ act of cqmpressing into 
one volume tht three in which the “ Fairy 
Hegends” oVigkially appeared, involved to a 
certain extent the necessity of selection, per- 
haps the mostVlifficult of all tasks judiciously 
to perform ; but the following statement will 
show the system proceeded on. 

Forty tales deicriptive of irish supersti- 
tions now appear instead of fifty. All super- 
fluous annotations hav9 been struck ovt, and 
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a brief summaft’y at the end of each section 
substituted^ explqr\atory of the classification 
adopted^ and in w^liic^i a f(f\v additioifal notes 
have been introduced, as well as upon the 
text. . It IS therefore hoped that tlr/s curtail- 
ment v’ill be regarded as an' essential im- 
provement;. some usdess repetition in the 
tales being tthereby avflided, ^apd much irre- 
levant mr-tter m the notes dispensed with, 
although nothing which illustrates in the 
slightest degree the popular Fairy Creed of 
Ireland has been sacrificed. At the same 
time, the omissiorf of a portion of the ten 
immaterial tales will sufficiently answer 
doubts idly raised as to the question of au- 
tliorship. 
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TO J.IV. 




DOWAGER LADY CHATTEftTON, 

•castle MAHON. 

Thee, Lady, would I lead throng Fuiry-lanfl 
(Whence cold and doubthi*^ reasoners arc exiled), 

A land of dreams, with air-built castles piled ; 

The moonlight Sheekos thcre,«n merry band 
With artful Cluricaune, should reaily ^taiid 
To welcome thce\— Imaginatibn’s child ! 

Till on thy ear woultl burst so sadly.wild 
The Banshee’s shriek, who*points 4vith wither’d hand* 
In Ijic dim twilight should the Phooka come. 

Whose dusky fprm fodes^‘in the sunny light. 

That opens clear.calni Lake.^ upon thy sight. 

Where blessed spirits dwell in endless bloom. 

I know thee. Lady — thou wilt not deride 

Such Fairy Scenes. — Then onward with thy Guide. 


t 



The Wood Engravings after Designs by ]!^r. UnuoKK, KJI.A. 
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* Fairy Elves 

\Vho;sc midnight revels, by a forest side 
Or fountain, some belatctl peasant secs. 

Or dreams he sees, while over.head the Moon 
Sits arbitress, and nearer to the earth ^ 

Wheels her pale courgs.*' — ^ 

Milton. 
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LEGENDS DF T««r SHEFRO. 


Li:(iKND OF KNOOKSiTECHUnVNA. 

I. 

In "ripj)i‘rarv one of the ino'^i sinjj:uiany 
hills in the world. It has ^ot a peaUat the top 
liki* a conical* nightcap thrown carcl^jssly over 
yoiir head as you awake in tlic morning. (>n tlie 
very j)oint is built a sort ol* lodge, where in the 
siumaier the lady who built it and her frieiifis 
used to go on ^jarties of j^easure ; but that was 
long after the da3’s of the fairies, and it is. J be- 
lieve, now deserted. 

Hut before loTlge was built, Tn* acre sown, there 
u*as close to fhe hi'ad of this Iiill a large pasturage, 
where a berdsnawi spent his days and nights 
among tlie herW. The spot had been an old fairy 
ground, and the good people were angry that the 
scene of their light and airy gambols should be 
trampled by tin* rude hoofs of bulls anil cows. 
The lowing of th^ cal|tlc stfiumitMl sail in their 
ears, and the chief of t|je fah*iesofthe hill deter- 
mined ii^person to drive away the new comers ; 
and the \vay she thoiighf of was tl^is. \M)en the 
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harvest nights carjie on, and tjie moon slionc bi'ight 
and brilliant over«jhc hill, 'and* the cattle were 
lying donrn huslied an4 quiet*, and the hCrdsinan, 
wrapt Mn his mantles was mifsing withiliis fieart 
gladden ( aI« by the glorious company of the stars 
twinkling above hinif,she would c^mie and dance 
before him, — now in one shape — now in another, 
— bul' all ugJy and ^rigllful to behold. One time 
she would b^ a'^great hoV3e, witl^i the wings of an 
eagle, and a "bfiiljike a dragon, iHssing loud and 
spitting fire. Then in a ivoment she would ehange 
into a little man lame of a leg, with a bull's head, 
and a lambept Hame pla^dng round it. 'riicn 
in{o a great ape, wftli duck’s feet and a turkey- 
cock’s tai^. Hut I t^^hould be all day about it 
were I to tell you all the shapes ^le took. And 
then she would roar, or neigh, or hiss, or bellow, 
or how l, or hoot, as never yet was roaring, neigh- 
i]ig, hissing, bellovvingf how'lingi or hooting, heard 
in this w’orld b^fofe of since. .The poor herdsman 
would cover his face,^nd call on*all the saints for 
help, but it was^ no u^e. AVith one puff of her 
breath she W’ould blow away the»fold of his great 
coat, let him hold it never so tightly .over his eyes, 
and not a saint in heaven paid iiim the slightest 
attention. And to make matters wrorse, he never 
could stir ; no, nor eved shut his eyes, but there 
was obliged to stay, held bv what power he knew 
not, g^ing at these terrible sights until the hair 
of liis head would 1^1 hi| hat half a foot over his 
crown, and hisiteeth would lie ready to fall out 
from chattering. But tAe cattle woiil(;l scamper 
about mad, as if they were bitten by the fly ; and 
this would last until the suk rose over the hill. 
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THE EEGENj) KNOCKSHEOGOWNA. 

The poor cuttle from want ot rest were pining 
away, and food did^Hiem nc^^ood; besides* they 
met wittt accidents witliojft end. Never a night 
passf^d tl.^t some <ff' them did not fall into u pit, 
and get maimed^ or ma^ killed. SpKie would 
tiuyble into a^nver and be Jirowned : in a word, 
there seemed never to be an end of the accidents. 
15ut w’hat made the matt#r %v(v*se, there coulil not 
be a herilsinan ^ot totfend the •cattle by night. 
One visit froiti the fairy drove. <he stoutest- 
hearted almost mad. '^'he owner of flie ground 
I did not kno>v«what to do. lie oHered double, 
treble, quadruple wages, but not a ntan could be 
found for the sake of nionej’ to go through the 
liorror of facing the fairy. ^Slie rejoiced at tTie 
successful issue of her project, and continued her 
pranks. The lierd gradually thinning, and no 
man daring to remain on the ground, the fairies 
came back in nun\})ers, and gambolled as merriW 
as before, quatfing dew-drdps Irotn acorns, and 
spreading tlieirTcast on tWe heads of capacious 
mushrooms. 

W hat was to» be dotte ? tl^ pu/.y.led farmer 
thought in vain.^ He found that his substance 
was daily diminishing, his people terrified, and 
his rent da}' coming roundf It is no wonder that 
he looked gloomy, and M'alkcd mournfully down 
the road. Now' in that |>art of the world dwelt a 
man of the name of Larry Hoolahan, who ^dayed 
on the pipes better tbai| any jotlier player within 
fifteen parishes. roving* dasRing blade was 
Larry, angl fcare^l notblhg. Give him plenty of 
liquor, and he would de(y the devil. He would 
face a mad bull, or fight «6ingle-hahded against a 
B 3 
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fair. In one of his gloomy walks Uie farmer hict 
him, and on Larry’*^ asking the Clause of his down 
looks, he told liiiii all bis misfortunes. If that 
is aU Tills you,” said Larry, make y^iir fcind 
easy. Wore there as riahy fairies on Knoeksheo- 
gowna as theVe are ]potato blosso\v^s in Eliogurty, 

I would face them. It w'ould be a queer thing, 
indeed, if L who nevek was afraid of a proper 
man, should,tum my ba\k upon a brat of a fairy 
not the bio;n€^ of one’s thumb . *’ Larry,” said 
tlie farmer, “ do not tajk so bold, for you know 
not who is hearing you ; but, if ynu make your • 
words gooc^ and watch my herds for a week on 
the top of the nioufttain, your hand shall be free 
of* my disji till the ^un has burnt itself down to 
the bigness of a farthing rushlight.” 

The bargain was struck, and Larry went to the 
lull- top, when the moon began to peep over the 
hrow. He had been wgalcd at the farmer’s 
house, and wsC^ bold Vith the extract of barley- 
corn. So he took hil scat on albig stone under 
a hollow of the# hill, u;ith diis back to the wind, 
and pulled out his pipes. He»had not 2)layed 
long when the voice of the fairiqs was heard upon 
the blast, like a slow stream of^ tnu^ic. Presently 
they burst out into a K)ud laugh,, and Larry could 
plainly hear one say, “ What I another man uj on 
the fairies’ ring ? Go to hiin, queen, and make 
him r§pent his rashness;” and they flew away. 
Larry felt thenj pass by |iis face as they flew like 
a swarm of mfdgess and, looking up hastily, he 
saw between the moon and him a greattblack cat, 
standing on the ver^ ti]»of its claws, with its back 
up, and mewing with the coice of a water-mill. 
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Presently it s\yclled up towards the ^ky, and, 
turning round on itslefl hii\^Jdg, whirled, till it 
fell to thfe ground, from which*it started up in the 
shapt^ of salmon, yrith a cravat round its- neck, 
and a pair of new t&p boyts. ‘‘ Go gn, jewel,** 
said Larry; ‘‘jfyou danced 1*11 pipe ;** and he 
struck up. So she turned into this, and that, and 
the other, but still Larry jfaye^ on,asJhe wellknew 
how. At last she lost ^^atiencc, as ladies will do 
when you do no^tnind their scoldings and changed 
herself into a calf, milk-white *as th^ cream of 
, Cork, and wit^ eyes as mild as those of the girl 
I love. She came up gentle and fawittng, in hopes 
to throw him off his guard quietness, and then 
to work him some wrong, jiut Larry was not *80 
deceived ; for .when she came up, het dropping 
his pipes, leaped upon iier back. • 

Now from the top of Knocksheogowna, as you 
look westward to the broad Atlantic, you will sqc 
the Shannon, queen of rivers, spreading like a 
sea,’* and runnifig on in gditle course to mingle 
with the ocean througji the fair qity of Limerick. 
It on this night %lione uuder thg moon, and looked 
b 4 .*autiful froqi the distant hill. Fitly boats were 
gliding up and down on the sweet current, and 
the song of die fishermen rose gaily from the 
shore. Larry, *as 1 said before, leaped upon the 
back of the fairy, and she, rejoiced at the oppor- 
tunity, sprung from the hill-top, and bounded 
dear, at one jump, over the ^Shannon, ilowing as 
it was just ten mftes n-om .the fboun tain’s base. 
It was d^e in a second, and when she alighted 
on the distant bank, kicking up her heels, she 
flung Larry on the i^ft turf. No* sooner was he 
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thus planted, than he looked her»straight in* the 
face, ajid scratching Jiis head^ cried out, “ By my 
word, well done ! that was not a bad leap for a . 
cal/p 

She looked at him &)r a moment, and then as- 
sumed her (Avn shape. “ Lauregice,” said she, 

“ you are a bold fellow ; will you come back the 
way you we^t ? Akd that’s what I will,’’ sijid 
he, “ if you let me.” SoVhangii^ to a calf again, 
again Larrv got on her back, and al: another bound 
they W’ere again upon th^ topof Knocksheogowna. 
The fairy once more resuming her figure, ad-* 
dressed him*: “ You have shown so much courage, 
Laurence,” said she? “ that while you keep herds 
Oil this hill you nevt^ sliall be molested by me or 
mine. The day dawns, go down *10 the farmer, 
and tell Him this ; and if any thing I can do may 
be of service to you, ask and you shall have it.” 
Sl^e vanished accordir^ly; and kept her word in 
never visiting the hilt during Larry’s life : but he 
never troubled her with requests.* He piped and 
drank at the far/ner’s expense, and roosted in his 
chimney comer, occasionally casting an eye to 
the flock. lie died at last, aivd is buried in* a 
green valley of pleasant Tipperary,: but whether 
the fairic^s returned to tfiehillotKpocksheogowna* 
after his death is more than I can say. 

^ *Knockshcogown» signifies « The Hill of the Fairy 
Calf:' • 
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LEGEND .OK* K JlOQKFI EUN Ai- 

II 

It Is a very ^ood things* not to be any way in 
dread of’ the f’aipits, for without douUt they have 
then less power over a person ; but to*niake too 
jVee with tlien^, or to dTsbelieve in them alto- 
{>:ether, is as foolish a thing as nian,Voman, or 
child can do. 

It has been truly said, that ‘‘good manners aib 
no burthen,’' and that “ civility costs fiothing;” 
but tliere arc some people foolhardy enough to 
disregard doing a civil thing, which, whatever 
they may think, can. never# harm themselves or^ 
any one else, and who at the sainie time will go 
out of their way for a bit of ftiischicf, which never 

* ** by thc«pcoplc of the co\|ntry * K'nock Dhoinn 

2ut^u)u\ the nioi|iitain of Donn of Truth. This mountain 
is ver) hi«;h, and may* be seen for several miles round; and 
when peoide are desirous to know whether or not any day 
will rain, they look at the top of knock ririnn, and if they 
see a vapour or mist there, they immediately conclude that 
rain will soon follow, believing that Donn (the lord or 
chief) of that mountain and his acTial assistants are collect- 
ing the clouds, and that he holds them there for j^onfe short 
time, to warn the pcopl<|of tlte appfoaclivtg rain. As the 
appearance of mist on that mc^ntaih in the morning is con- 
sidered an iii^llible sfgn that, that day will be rainy, Donn 
is called * Donn Firi7ine,' Donn#of Truth.*’ — Mr. Edward 
OTlEittY. 
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can serve them; but sooner or Jater they •will 
come to know b^ttc^^ as you shall hear of* Carroll 
O'Daly, a strapping young fallow up out of Con- ^ 
naught, whom they used V> in his* own * 

country^ “ Devil Dal^.”* * 

Carroll O-Daly i^ed to go r&^ing about from 
one place to another, and the fear of nothing 
stopped hiiQi ; he^ wofrld as soon pass an old 
churchyard ot a regiii||r fairy ground, at dhy 
hour of the*aiight, as go from bae room into an- 
other without exfer making the sign of the cross, 
or saying, “ Good luck fittend yoi^, gentlemen.'* , 
It so happened that he was once journeying, in 
the county df Lihierick, towards “ tlic Balbec of 
Ireland,** the venerable town of Kilmallock ; and 
just at thb foot of ftnockfierna l\e overtook a re- 
spectable-looking man jogging along u})on a w hite 
pony. The night was coming on, and they rode 
side by side for soni« time, without much con- 
versation passing between them, further than 
saluting each other tery kindly* at last,. Carroll 
O’Daly asked ^ his companion how far he was 
going? • ^ • • 

“ Not far your way,” said the firmer, for speh 
his appearance bespoke him ; “ I’m only going 
to the top of this hilHiei*b.’* * 

“ And what might take you there,” said O’Daly, 
at this time of the night ? ” 

• “ Why then,” replied the farmer, if you want 
to know 4 ’t is the jHople.' 

« The fairiefll, you mean,”%aid O’Daly. 

“ Whist 1 whist I ” saiti his fcllow-tr^ycller, “ or 
you may be sorry for it^” and he turned his pony 
off the road they were^oii^g towards a little path 
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• • 

whicfi led up tluj side of the ni(}untain, wishing 
Carroll O’Daly good night an^d « safe journe,y. 

“ That Tellow,” thought parroll, “ is about no 
good*this blessed ni^lit, and I would have* no 
fear of swearing wTong ff ^ took my Hible oath, 
that jt is soinet4ing else besicte the fairies, or the 
good people, as he calls them, that is taking him 
up the mountain at thh> hour. The fairies!” 
he "repeated, “ is it for^a well-shaped man like 
him to be going ^iTter little chaps like* the fairies! 
to be sure some say therf are such tffings, and 
rfiiore say not ; J[)ut 1 know this, that never afraid 
would I be of a dozen of them, ay, ort wo dozen, 
for that matter, if they are ifb bigger than what 
I hear tell of*.” 

('arroll O’Didy, whilst tlmse thouglits were 
passing in his mind, had fixed his eyes steadfastly 
on the mountain, behind which the full moon w'as 
rising majestically.. Upon an elevated point that 
appeared darkly against the moon> disk, he be- 
held the figure of a man leading a pony, and he 
had no doubt it was thadt of Jthe farpier with wdiom 
he had just parteitl compony. * 

sudden resolve to follow Hashed across the 
mind of O’Daly with the speed of lightning : both 
his courage and jijuriosity had been worked up by 
his cogitations to a pitch of chivalry ; and, mut- 
tering “ Here’s afler you, old boy !” he dismounted 
from his horse, bound him to an old thori) tree, 
and then commenced v|goroitsly ascending the 
mountain. 

Followiil|r as well as*]ic could the direction 
taken by tlie figures of the man and pony, he 
pursued his way, occasionally guided by their 
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partial appearance : and, after toiling nearly lliree 
hours over a rugged and sometimes swampy 
path, came to a green spoi on the t6p of the 
mountain, where he saw tte white pony at full 
liberty gv^zing as quietly ‘as may be. O’Daly 
looked around for tfie rider, but was nowhere 
to be seen ; he, however, soon discovered close to 
where the^.ony stgod opening in the mountain 
like the moutlv of a pit, ^nd he remembered hav- 
ing heard, \\»lien a child, many’s tale about the 
l^oul-dd\'e,” dr Black Hole of Knockfierna ; 
how it was the entrance to the fairy castle w IucIl 
was within'^the mountain; and how a man whose 
name w'as Ahern, d land-surveyor in that part of 
the country, had once attempted to fathom it with 
a line, and had been drawn down, into it and was 
never again heard of; wdth many other tales of 
the like nature. 

But,” thought O’Daly, “.these are old wo- 
man’s stories t and since I've come up so far, I’ll 
just knock at the casfle door and see if llue fairies 
are at home.” , ^ • 

No sooner saiej than (k)nc ; f«r, seizing a large 
stone, as big, ay, bigger than H^is two hands, he 
dung it with all his strength dowm into the Poul- 
duve of Knockfierna. ‘ He heard^ it bounding and 
tumbling about from one rock to another with a 
terrible noise, and he leant his head over to try 
and. hear when it would reach the bottom, — and 
what should the vqfy stone he had thrown in do 
but come up ^gain with as fhuch force as it had 
gone down, and gave hifn such* a blovtfull in the 
face, that it sent him .rolling down the side of 
Knockfierna, head over hef^ls, tumbling from one 



,THE LEOBND OF KNOCKFIERNA. 13 

crag* to another) much faster th^n he came up. 
And in the morning- CarroIk^’Daly was found 
lying beside his horse ; tl^e bridge of bis nose 
brokfln, wliich disfig&red liim for life ; his Iiead 
all cut and bruised, and*both his eyes olesed up, 
and {IS bl-ack as if^ir Daniel Uonnelly had painted 
them for him. 

Carroll O’Daly was nc’^r hold again in riding 
alone near the haunts of the fairies after dusk ; 
but small blamc^fo him for that ; antt if ever he 
happened to be benightej| in a loneso^ie place, 
Jic would make; the best of his way to his jour- 
ney’s end, without asking questions, turning to 
the right or to the left, to s9(;k after the good 
people, or any who kept coiqpany withjtheni. * 
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' THE 

LEGEND qf'KNOCKGRAFTON. 

^IIL 

There was once a pocr man. who lived in the 
fertile glqn hf Ahcrlow, at the ftibt of the gloomy 
Galtec mountains, and he had a great lunnp on 
his back: he looked just as if hi* body had been 
rolled up "and placed upon his shoulders ; and 
^lis head was pressed down with the weight so 
much, that his chil^, when he was sitting, used to 
rest upon his knees for support. The country 
people were rather shy of meeting him in any 
lonesome place, for though, poor creature, he was 
as harmless and a# inoffensive as a new-born 
infant, yet ftis deformity wa.s so great, that he 
scarcely appeared to be a liuman boing, and 
some ill-minded pergonj^ had set strange stories 
about him afloat. He*was satd to have a great 
knowledge of herbs and charjns ; but certain it 
was that he had a mighty slylful Jumd in plaiting 
straw and rushes into hats ai^d baskets, which 
was the way he made his livelihood. , 

' Lusmore, for that was the nickname put upon 
him by reason of his always wearing a sprig of 
the fairy cap, or lusmore*, m his little straw hat, 
would ever get a* higher penny for his plaited 
work than any one else* and perhaps %hat was the 
reason why some one,«out of envy, liad circulated 

I Literally, tlie gj^cat herb — Digitalis purpurea^ 
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• 

the strange stories about him. Be that as it may, 
it happened that he Vas re^ivning one evening 
from the pretty towij of Cahir* towards Cappagh, 
*and as little Lusmpre w^ked very slowly,^ on 
account of the great hurtipjapon his ba(;k, it was 
quite dark whqfP he came Jp the old moat of 
Knockgrafton, which stood* on the right hand 
side of his road. Tired ^nd ^veary,jifas he, and 
noways comfortably in ^^is own mind at thinking 
how much fartiMl!’ he had to travel/and that he 
should be walking all the night; so h#sat down 
under the moat to rest himself, and began looking 
mournfully enough upon the moon, wliich, 

“ llisiiig in cloiulcd majesty, at length, 

Apparent Queen, iiiiveird her peerless Kght, 

And o'er tiu* <iark her silver mantle threw ** 

Presently there rose a wild strain of unearthly 
melody upon the ear of little Lusmorc ; he list- 
ened, and he thought that he hack never heard 
such ravishing fkiusic befofe. It was like the 
sound of many voices,,cach mingling and blend- 
ing with the oth(^* so strangely, that they seemed 
to J3e one, though all singing different strains, and 
the w^ords of the song were these ; — 

Da Limn, Da Mart* Da Luan^ Da Mert, Da 
Luan, Da iWo7’<,*when there would be a moment’s 
pause, and then the round of melody went on 
again. 

Lusmore listened attentive^, scarcely drawing 
his breath, lest he Alight losy thePslightest note. 
He now f^inly perceived that the singing was 
within the moat, and, though at first it had charmed 
him so much, hebegagtoget tired of hearing the 
same round sung over and,«ver so often without 
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any change; so availing himself of the pause 
when the Da jLuan, Da yi(yrt^ had been sung 
three times, he t6ok up t1]fc tune and raised it 
with the words augus^Dn Cadine^ and them went 
on singhjg with the ^vofce^ inside of the moat, 
Da Lwiih Da Mor^^ finishing the melody, when 
the pause again came, with angtis Da Cadinc, i 



1 Correctly written, DtS Luain, I)ia Main, agus Dia 
Cecuhoincf i. e. Monday, 'Diesdk'y, and Wednesday. 
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Tlie fairies within Knockgrafton, for the song 
was a fairy melody, ^vhen t(jey*heard this addi- 
tion to their tune, ifere so nftich delighted, that 
with, instant resolve it wsfS determined to bring 
the mortal among them, whose musical skitl so 
far exceeded theirs, and liftte Lusmore was con- 
veyed into then’ company wini the eddying speed 
of a whirlwind. 

Glorious to behold was tlie sight that burst 
upon him as became down through the moat, 
twirling round and round and rduno^ with thb 
^lightness of a straw, to the sweetest music that 
kept time to his motion. The greatest honour 
was then paid him, for he was puf up above all 
the musicians, and he had servants ’tending up<fn 
him, and cver)^ thing to his*heart*s cohtent, and 
a hearty welco*me to all; and in shori he was 
made as much of as if he had been the first man 
in the land. 

Presently Lusnlorc saw a great consultation 
going forward among the fairies, and, notwith- 
standing all their civility, he felt very much 
frightened, until one, 6*tepping out from the rest, 
came up to him,*and safd, — 

** Lusmor* ! Lusmore ! 

Doiilit not, nor depTore, 

For the hump which you bore 
On your back is no more ! — 

Look down on Uie floor, 

And view it, Lusmore ! ** 

When these words were ^aid* poor little Lusmore 
felt himsAf so light, and so happy, that he 
thought he could have bcflinded at one jump over 
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the rnoon^ like the cow in the history of thc^ cat 
and tjie fiddle; ancjl he saw, witli inexpressible 
pleasure, his hump ^tumble dpiwn upon the ground 
from his shoulders. Ke theji tried to lift up his 
head, aivl he did so with* becoming caution, fear- 
ing that he might ^nock it agaitist the ceiling of 
the grand hall, where he was ; He looked refund 
and round* again with Che greatest wonder and 
delight upon e^very thin^, wliich appeared more 
and more beautiful ; and, overp(r»\;ered at behold- 
ing such •a resplendent scene, his head grew 
dizzy, and his eyesight^ecame dim. At last he 
fell into a ^ound sleep, and wheiT he awoke, he’ 
found that it was bf^oad daylight, the sun shining 
bl-ightly, the birds singing sweet; and that he 
was lying'just at thfc foot of the moat of Knock- 
grafton, with the cows and sheeil grazing peace- 
ably round about him. The first thing Lusmore 
did, after saying his prayers, was to put his hand 
behind to fegil for his hump, •but no sign of one 
was there on his back, and he looked at himself 
with great pride, for he had now become* a well- 
shaped dapper little fbllpw ; and more than that, 
he found himself fn a full suit of new clothes, which 
he concluded the fairies had nfade for him. *■ 

Towards Cappagh he^-went, stepping out as 
lightly, and springing up at ef ery step as if he 
had been all his life a dancing-master. Not a 
creature who met Lusmore knew him without 
his huntp, and he had great work to persuade 
every one tliart he* was the ^ame man — in truth 
he was not, so far as outward appearance went. 

Of course it was not long before the story of 
Lusmore’s hump got kbout> and a great wonder 
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was made of it. Through the country, for miles 
round, it was the talk of evjefy one, high and 
low. 

Ojie morning as J.usmote was sitting contented 
enough at his cabin^dow, up came an old wdman 
to him, and asked if he could direct her to 
Cappagh ? 

“ I need give you ro direction.^* my good 
woman,” said Lusmore, “ for tlys^'is Cappagh ; 
and who do yo*i»want lierc?” 

“ 1 have come,” said the womans “ out of 
Docie’s country, in thtf county of Waterford, 
looking after *one Lusmore, who, l*have heard 
tell, had liis hump taken oi& by tli^ fairies : for 
there is a son of a gossip of mine has got •a 
hump on him that will be hit death ; add may be, 
if he could use* the same charm»as Lusmore, the 
hump may be taken oif him. And now I have 
told you the reason of my joming so far: *t is to 
find out about thi^ charm, if I can.” 

Lusmore, who was ever»a good-natured little 
fellow, \old the woman all the particulars, how 
he had raised the tune for the fdiries at Knock- 
grafton, how his* hump ^ad b^n removed from 
his shoulders, and how he had got a new suit of 
clothes into the bargain. 

The ivoman thanked him very much, and then 
went away quite happy and easy in her own liiind. 
When she came back to her gossip’s house, in the 
county Waterford, she told her every thing that 
Lusmore had said, and they put tbe little hump- 
backed mgn, who *was ^ peevish and cunning 
creature from hisibirth, upon a car, and took him 
all the way across the country. It was a long 
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journey, but they did not care fpr that, so ‘the 
hump ^ was taken iroiji oflPhiifi; and they brought 
him, Just at nightrifll, and left him under the old 
moat of Knockgrafton/ ' 

Jack gladden, for ^hat wlis the humpy man's 
name, had not beei^* sitting thefe^ long when he 
heard the tune going on within the moat much 
sweeter tha«i before ; f(fr the fairies were singing 
it the way Lusmore hac| settled their music for 
them, and the song was going oft# Da Luan^ Da 
Mort^ Da^uan, Da Mort^ Da Luan^ Da Morty 
augus Da CadinCy withSut ever stopping. Jack , 
Madden, who was in a great hurry to get quit 
of his humpi never#* thought of waiting until the 
ftftries had done, or watching for a fit opportunity 
to raise tlie tune hi^^ier again than Lusmore had : 
so having heard them sing it over seven times 
without stopping, out he bawls, never minding 
the time, or the buqiour of the tune, or how he 
could bring his words in properly, augus Da 
Cadhiey augus Da Ilena^y thinking that if one 
day was good, two were better ; and that* if Lus- 
more had one* new sifit^of clothes given to him, 
he should have t^o. 

No sooner had the words passed his lips tiSan 
he was taken up and whisked* into the moat with 
prodigious force ; and the fairieS came crowding 
rouftd about him with great anger, screeching 
and screaming, and roaring out, who spoiled 
our tunQ? who spoiled our tune?” and one 
stepped up to4iim above all the rest, and said — 

1 And Wednesday and 'fbursday*^ 
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' “ Jack Madden ! Jack Madde^ ! 

Your words cafjnQ no l>ar^ in 
SThe tune we A*el glad in^-— 

This castle you’re had in, 

That your lii&we ^nay sadden ; 

Here’s t\yo humps fow Jjtck Madden#!^* 

Anil twenty of the strongest fairies brought Lus- 
more's hump and put it® do^n upQj\ -poor Jack’s 
back, over his own, \diere it became fixed as 
firmly as if it«^as nailed on with/twelvepenny 
nails, by the best carpcntei: that evei^drove one. 

, Out of their castle they Then kicked him, and in 
the morning when Jack Madden’s Another and 
her gossip came to look aflter the^ir little man, 
they found him half dead, lying at the foot of tlie 
moat, with thc^other hump fipon his back. Well 
to be sure, how they did look at each other I but 
they were afraid to say any thing, lest a hump 
miglit be put upon their rf)wn shoulders : home 
they brought the unlucky Jack aMadden with 
them, as downcflst in their hearts and their looks 
as ever tw’o gossips w^re ; and what through the 
weight of his otjier huipp* and the long journey, 
hg died soon after, leaving, tfiey say, his heavy 
curse to any one who would go to listen to fairy 
tunes again. ^ * * 
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IV. 

It is sai(l"fty tlio^e wlio ought to understand 
such things, Ahat the godJ peo[]Je, or the fairies, 
are some of The angels who were turned out of 
heaven, and who landed 4m their feet in this world, 
while the r^t of their companions,* who had more 
sin to sink them, wpnt down further to a worse 
phtce. Be this as it may, there was a merry troop 
of the fairies, danci^*^ and playing all manner of 
wild pranjes on a bright moonlight evening towards 
the end of September. The scene of their merri- 
ment was not far distant from Inchegeela, in the 
west of the county Cortc — a poor village, although 
it had a barrack for sojdicrs ; but great mountains 
and barren rocks, like those round about it, arc 
enough to strike poverty into anyplace : however, 
as the fairies can have ev\)ry thing they want for 
wishing, poverty does not trouble them much, ar.d 
all their care is to seek o^t unfrequented nooks 
and places where it is not likety any one will 
come to spoil their sport. 

On a nice green sod by the river s side were 
the little fellows dancing in jl ring as gaily as may 
be, with their jed eaps waggjng about at every 
bound in the moonshine and so light were these 
bounds, that the lobes of deW, although they 
trembled under their feet, were not disturbed by 
their capering. Thus did They carry on their 
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ganibols, spinning round and ropnd, and twirling 
and bobbing, and d8/ing going tlirouj^h all 
manner dt' figures, u»til one ot* them chirped out, 

“ Cease, (ease, with yniyr drumming^ • 

Here la an end to our anumniing, 

By my smell 
1 can tcl^ 

A priest this way is coming ‘ 

And away every one of the fairies scadnpered off 
as hard as ^Jiey could,* concealing themselves 
under the green leaves of the lusmofc, where, if 
their jittlc red caps should happen to pcej) out, 
they would only look like its crimson bells ; and 
more hid thenyielves in thc^hollow of*stoncs, or 
at the sliady side of brambles, and otliers under 
tile bank of the river, and in holes and crannies 
of one kind or another. • 

The fairy speak*er was not mistaken ; for along 
the ro^d, which was wdthin view' of the river, 
came leather Horrigap on his pony, thinking to 
himself that as it was sp late he would make an 
eyd of his journ^ey at the first*cabin he came to. 
According to this determination, he stopped at 
the dwelling of Derntod Leary, lifted the latch, 
and entered wdth My blessing on all here.” 

I need not say that Father Horrigan was a 
welcome guest wherever he w'ent, for no man was 
more pious or better beloved in th^ country. 
Now it was a greftt trouble* to Bermod that he 
had nothang to /iffer his reverence for supper as 
a relish to the potatoes which “ the old woman,’* 
for so Dermod call^ lys wife, though she w’aa 
c 4« 
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not much past twenty, had down boiling in* the 
pot over the fire ; 5jc thought of the net which he 
had set in the river, byt as i/ had been there only ^ 
a slxort time, the chances we/c iigainst his finding 
a fish in. it. “ No patter,” thought Dermod, 

‘‘ there can be no hp.rm in stepping down to .try, 
and may be as I want the fish for the priest’s 
supper thatXMie wij.1 be^ there before me.” 

Down to thfi river sidvi went Dermod, and he 
found in theViet as fine a salmon 'as ever jumped 
in the bright waters 0 / “ the spreading Lee ; ” 
but as he was going to take it out, the net was • 
pulled from Jiim, he could not tell how or by 
whom, and away gdt the salmon, and went swim- 
ming along with the^urrent as gaily as if nothing 
had happened. • 

Dermdd looked sorrowfully at the wake which 
the fish had left upon the water, shining like a 
line of silver in the nvaonlight,.and then, with an 
angry motionpof his right hand, and a stamp of 
his foot, gave vent td his feelings by muttering, 

“ May bitter b^d luck^attend you night and day 
for a blackguard ^heme» of a salmon, wherever 
you go ! You ought to be ashamed of yoursoJf, 
if there *s any shame in you, to give me the slip 
after this fashion I And Im ejear in my own 
miod you ’ll come to no good, for some kind of 
evil thing or other helped you — did I not feel 
it pull the net against me as strong as the devil 
himself? V , 

“ Tliat ’s ndc true for you,” said one of. the 
little fairies, who had i^ampered oft'^at the ap- 
proach of the priest, coiiiing up to Dermod Leary, 
with a whole throng of « companions at his heels ; 
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“ tli5rc was only a dozen and a half of us pulling 
against you.” 

Derniofl gazed on tie tinj speaker with wonder, 
’wlio continued, “ M^ke ^yourself noways unepsy 
about the priest's^ supper ; ftr if you will go back 
and psk him on^ question freSpn us, there will be 
as fine a supper as ever was put on a table spread 
out before him in less thait no jtime.’V * 

“ ril have nothing ^t all to do with you,” 
replied Dermod;% a tone of deterrmhation ; and 
af'tcr a pause he added, I much t»bliged to 
«you for your offer, sir, but 1 know better than to 
sell myself to you or the like of you fpf a supper ; 
and more than that, I know Tllther Horrigan has 
more regard for my soul than to wish mcjto pledge 
it for ever, out pf regard to any thing you could 
put before him — so there *s an end of ihe^atter.” 

The little speaker, with a pertinacity not to be 
repulsed by Dermojd’s maniier, continued, “ Will 
you ask the priest one civil questiorpfor us ?” 

' Dernyu considered for soline time, and he was 
right in doing so, *but«he^thougl\|b that no one 
could come to harm out of asking a civil question. 

I see no objectiqn to do that same, gentlemen,’’ 
said Dermod ; but 1 will have notliing in life to 
do with your supper, — ^mind that.” 

Then,” said the little speaking fairy, whilst 
the rest came crowding after him from all parts, 
go and ask Father Horrigan to tell us whether 
our souls will be saved at tl\e last dayf like the 
souls . of good Christians ; and if you wish us 
well, bring baefe word*what he says without 
delay.” 

Away went Dermsd to his cabin, where he 
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found tlie potatpos thrown out on the tabic,* and 
his good woman landing tfte biggest of them all, 
a beautiful laughing red apple, sinolting like a 
ha^d-ridden horse on a frosjy night, over to Fa- 
ther • 

“ Please your rcwerence,” sa'd Dermod, after 
some hesitation, “ may I make bold to ask 3 iour 
honour oite^^uestipn ?*’ 

“ What may that be 2,/* said Father Ilorrigan. 
“ Why, tken, begging your reference’s pardon 
for my fi^Cedom, it is. If the souls of the good 
people arc to be savea at the last; day ?” * 

“ Who fii^d you ask me that question, Leary ? ” 
said the priest, filing his eyes upon him very 
Sternly, jvhich Dermod could not stand before 
at all. * , 

‘‘ I ’ll *1611 no lies about the matter, and nothing 
in life but the truth,” said Dermod. “ It was 
the good people tlKniiselvcs who sent me to ask 
the questions and there they are in thousands 
down on the bank of the river Vaiting fpr me to 
go back with ^he answer^’ 

“ Go back by ^ill means,” said the priest, ‘‘ and 
tell them, if they want to know, to come herq to 
me themselves, and I’ll answer that or any other 
question they are pleaseif to ask^with the greatest 
pleasure in life.” 

Dermod accordingly returned to the fairies, 
who came swarming round about him to hoar 
what the priest had said in reply ; and Dermod 
spoke out amOng them like ^bold man as he was : 
but when they heard flhat they must go to the 
priest, away tney iled,^ome here and more there ; 
and some this way and qpore that, whisking by 
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poor*Dermod so fast and in such numbers, that 
he was quite bewildered. •/ ^ 

When Ife came to fiimself, which was not for a 
long time, back he Rl^nt to his cabin and ate his 
dry potatoes aloqg with Father Horrigan, who 
modg quite ligh^of the thing abut Dcrmod could 
not help thinking it a mighty hard case that his 
reverence, whose words h^d the powfirto banish 
the fairies at such a rate*^ should hfive no sort of 
relish to his supper, and that the fina* salmon he 
had in the net should have been got jiRvay from 
him ill such a rqanner. 
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Brewery OF egg-shells. 

* > 

. V. 

_ o 

It may be considered impertinent were I to 
explain what is meant by a ‘changeling : both 
Shakspea/e and Spenser have already done so, 
and who is there unacquainted with the Mid- 
summer Night’s Dream* and the Fairy Queen ?2 

Now Mrs. Sullivan fancied that her youngest 
child had been changed by ‘‘ fairies theft,” to use 
Spenser’s words, atid certainly appearances war- 
ranted such a conclusion ; for in one night her 
healthy, blue-eyed boy had become shrivelled up 
into almost nothing^t and never ceased squalling 
and crying.. This naturally made poor Mrs. 
Sullivan very unhappy ; and ali the neighbours, 
by way of comforting her, said, that her own 
child was, beyoiid ahyckind of doubt, with the 
good people, ancf that one of themselves had l^ecn 
put in his place. 

Mrs. Sullivan of coube bould not disbelieve 
what every one told her, but sKe did not wish to 
hurt the thing ; for although its face was so 
withered, and its body wasted away to a mere 
skeleton, it had still a strong resemblance to her 
own boy ; she thejefore coiuld not find it in her 
heart to roast it alive on the griddle,# or to burn 
its npse off with the rgd hot tongs, or to throw it . 

' Actii. sc. 1. • w Book 1. canto 10. 
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out in the snow (jin the road side^ potwithstanding 
these, and several like proceedings, were strcyigly 
recommended to het for the recovery of her 
Vhild.. • • 

One day who should Mr^. Sullivan ipeet 6ut 
a cunning woman* well knowif^al^out the country 
by the name of Ellen Leah (or Grey Ellen). 
She had the gift, however*she,got i|, of telling 
where the dead were, anjl what was good for the 
rest of their souk^; and could charm/away warts 
and wens, and do a great many wondeflul things 
gf the same nature. * 

“ You’re in grief this morning, Mrs.* Sullivan," 
were the first words of Ellen Leah to her. 

“ Yoii may say that, Ellen,” said Mrs.^Sullivarr, 

« and good cause I have to Ue in grief, for there 
was my own fine child whipped oft“ from* me out 
of his cradle, without as much as by your leave, 
or ask your pardon, and ap ugly dony bit of a 
shrivelled up fairy *put in his place*; no wonder 
then that you see me in grief, Ellen.'* 

Smdli blame to y.ou, Mrs. Sullivan,” said 
Ellen Leah ; “ but are y^if sure ^t is a fairy ? ” 

“ Sure I” echoed Mrs. Sullivan, “ sure enough 
am*I to my sorrow, and can I doubt my own two 
eyes ? Every mother'^ soul must feel for me I '* 
“ Will you talJe an old woman’s advice ?" said 
Ellen Leah, fixing her wild and mysterious gaze 
upon the unhappy mother*; and, after a pause, 
she added, but may be you’ll call it foplish ? ” 

“ Can you get me back n^y chfld, — my own 
child, Ell^?” ^id Mrs. Sullivan with great 
energy. ^ 

“ If you do as I bid^ou,” returned Ellen Leah, 
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you’ll know/' Mrs. Sullivan )vas silent in ex- 
pectation, and Ellpn continued, “ Put down the 
big pot, full of water, on Jlhe fire, and make it 
boil like mad ; then ^et a /lozen new laid, eggs/ 
break tl\em, and keej> tlie iKiells, but throw' away 
the rest ; when th^t is done, piil^ the shells in the 
pot of boiling water, and you will soon know 
whether \t js your oil n boy or a fairy. If you 
find that it i»a fairy in the cradle, take the red 
hot poker ^uid cram it tfown hi^cugly throat, and 
you w'ill Viot have much trouble with him after 
that, I promise you." ^ ^ 

Home Vvrent Mrs. Sullivan, and did as Ellen 
Leah desired. She put the pot on the fire, and 
^)lenty of turf under it, and set the water boiling 
at such a rate, thatf if ever water was red hot — 
it surely was. 

The child was lying for a wonder quite easy 
and quiet in the cradle, every now and then cock- 
ing his eye,, that would twinkle as keen as a star 
in a frosty night, ov\}r at the great fire, and the 
big pot upon it ; and he Jooked on with*great at- 
tention at Mrs. Sulli^ap breaking the eggs, and 
putting down thh egg-shells to boil. At last he 
asked, with the voice of a very old man, “ What 
are you doing, mammy ?^' • 

Mrs. Sullivan’s heart, as she *said herself, was 
up in her mouth ready to choke her, at hearing 
the child speak. But she contrived to put the 
poker the fire, and to answer without making, 
any wonder at the ^ords, ‘‘ i m brewing, a vkk^'* 
(my son.) 

“ And what are you brewing, mammy ?” said 
the little imp, whose supernatural gift of speech 
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now proved beygnd question that he was a fairy 
substitute. * , . 

“ 1 wish tlie poket was retl," thought Mrs. 
'^Sullivan ; but it was^i largcfone, and took a long 
time heating: so sheMetljrniined to keep^him*in 
talk until the pol^dr was in a proper stable to thrust 
down his throat, and thereiore repeated the 
question. 

“ Is it what I’m brewing, a said she, 

“ you want to ku<fw ? ^ * 

“ Yes, mammy : what are you brewing ? " re- 
timed the ^air3^ • 

“ Egg-shells,Vi vichy* said Mrs. Sulltvaii. 

“ Oh ! ” shrieked the imp, »tarting up in the 
cradle, and clapping his hands together, “ I’nf 
fifteen hundred years in the world, and* I never 
saw a brewery of egg-shells before!” The poker 
was by this time quite red, and Mrs. Sullivan 
seizing it, ran furiously tow'yds the cradle ; but 
somehow' or other iTer foot slipped, ^nd she fell 
flat on tl.\e floor, «and the poker flew out of her 
hand to Ithe other end of the house. However, 
she got up, without mucl^ Ihss of time, and w'ent 
to the cradle intending to pitch the wicked thing 
that was in it intoMie pot of boiling w'ater, when 
there she saw her own child in a sweet sleep, one 
of his soft round*arnis rested upon the pillow — 
his features were as placid as if their repose had 
never been disturbed, save tlie rosy mouth which 
moved with a gentle and regular breathing. 

Who can tell the feelings of a mother when she 
looks upon^ier sleeping 4;hilcr? Why should I, 
therefore, endeavour to describe those of Mrs. 
Sullivan at again l)|$holdifig *her long lost boy? 
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The fountain of her heart overflowed with the 
excess of joy — and she wept ! — tears trickled 
silently down her cheeks, |ior did she strive to 
check them — they Were tears not of sorrow, but 
of happiness. 
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4 

VI. 

“ Come, listen to a talc of times of old, 

Come listen to me * ■ 

It was in the gotxl days, when the -little people 
most impudo-ntly called fairies, wcre*^iiiore ire- 
•(jucntly seen tjiaii they are in these unbelieving 
times, that a farmer, named Mick Pyfcell, rented 
a few acres of barren ground irf the neighbourhood 
of the once celebrated preceptory o^ Mourne, 
situated about three miles frRm Mallow, and thir- 
teen from “ the beautiful city called Corkt” Mick 
had a wife and family : they all did what they 
could, and that was but little, for the poor man 
had no child grown up big enough to help him in 
his work; and all the poor Voraan could do was 
to mind the children, and ^to mills the one cow, 
and to boil the potatoes, and carry the eggs to 
m^jpket to Malloy ; but with all they could do, 
’t was hard enough on them to pay the rent. Well, 
they did manage itVor a good while ; but at last 
came a bad year, and the little grain of oats was 
all spoiled, and the chickens' died of the pip, and 
the pig got the measles , — she was sold in Mallow 
and brought almost nothing ; and poor Mick 
found thj^ he hadn’t enough to haffpay his rent, 
and twoqgkk% weae due. * 

Why^ then, Molly,’ ’^ays he, ‘‘ what *11 we 
do?” 

D 
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“ Wisha, then, mavournene, what would'you 
do but take the ccT^vi to the *fair of Cork and sell 
her,” says she ; “ and^Moncfay is fair day, and so 
you must go to-morrow, thaj^the poor beast* may 
be resteAagain the fasr.’^ ^ 

“ And what 'll vri do when slni’s gone ?” says 
Mick, sorrowfully. 

Nevef a«know« I know, Mick ; but sure God 
won’t leave us VithoutHini, Mick; and you know 
how good lie was to us when*poor little Billy 
was sick, and we had nothing at all for him to 
take, that |;ood doctor gentlemap at Ballydahin^ 
come riding «and asking for a drink of milk ; and 
}\pw he gave us t^o shillings ; and how he sent 
the thingA and bottles for the child, and gave me 
my breakfast when f went over tq ask a question, 
so he dfd ; and how he came to see Billy, and 
never left off his goodness till he was quite well ? ” 

“ Oh ! you are always tha{ way, Molly, and I 
believe you Sre right after all, so I won’t be sorry 
for selling the cow;* but I’ll go to-mor|‘ow, and 
you must put.a need\je a^id thread through my 
coat, for you kn^w ’t is ripped under the arm.” 

Molly told him he should Jiave every thjng 
right ; and about twelve p’ clock next day he left 
her, getting a charge not to sell his cow except for 
the highest penny. Mick promised to mind it, 
and went his way along the road. He drove his 
cow slowly through the little stream which crosses 
it, and funs by the old walls of Mourne. As he 
passed he gl£iced«his eye fipon the towers and 
one of the old elder trdhs, which weif only then 
little bits of switches, • 

<< Oh, then, if 1 only had half the money that’s 
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burned in you, isn’t driving thii^ poor cow I’d be 
now I Why, then, isq\ it too Md that it shonld be 
there cohered over •with i^arth, and many a one 
besides me wanting«t if it’s God’s will, •I’ll 

have some money myself c«iping back.’** • 

Sp saying, h9 moved on after his beast ; ’tw’as 
a fine day, and the sun shopc brightly on the walls 
of the old abbey as he passed unifcr them ; he 
then crossed an extensive mountain tract, and 
and after six lofig miles he came to tHe^op of that 
hill — Bottle Hill ’tis called now, but that was not 
the name of it tiien, and just there a m^n overtook 
him. “ Good morrow,” say s^ he. if Good mor- 
row, kindly,” says Mick, looking at the stranger, 
who was a little man, you’c^ almost dill him a 
dwarf, only he wasn’t quite so little neither : he 
had a bit of an old, wrinkled, yellow face, for all 
the world like a dried cauliflower, only he had a 
sharp little nose, and red Syes, and white hair, 
and his lipswere^not red, bt^ all hisTacewas one 
colour, jyid his eyes never were quiet, but looking 
at every thing, and altliougli they were red, they 
made Mick feel quite told when he looked at 
them. In truth he did not much like the little 
man’s company ; and hejcouldn’t sec one bit of his 
legs, nor his body ; for, though the day was warm, 
he was all wrapped up in a big great-coat. Mick 
drove his cow something faster, but the little man 
kept up with him. Mick didn’t know how he 
walked, for he was ajmost afraid to look* at him, 
and to cross himself, ^or fear the md man would 
be angry, ^et he’thouglit his fellow-fraveller did 
not seem to walk like other men, nor to put one 
foot before the other, Ifut to glide over the rough 
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road, and rough enough it was, «like a shadow, 
without noise andvtithout effort. Mick^s heart 
trembled within him, and belaid a prayei* to him- 
self, .wishing he hadn’t epmet^ut that day, or* that 
he was on* Fair-Hill,, cr that he hadn’t the cow to 
mind, that he might-run away from the bad t|jing 
— when, in the midst, of his fears, he was again 
addressed b}^ his companion. 

“ Where are you going with the cow, honest 
man ? ” 

“ To the fair of Cork then,” says Mick, trem- 
bling at the shrill and piercing tones of the voice." 

‘‘ Are you^going to sell her said the stranger. 

“ Why, then, wliat else am I going for but to 
sell her ? 

“ Will you sell her to me ? ” « 

Mick started — he was afraid to have any thing 
to do with the little man, and he was more afraid 
to say no. ® 

‘‘ What ’fryou give for her ?’’ at last says he. 

“ I ’ll tell you what, I ’ll give* you thii? bottle,” 
said the little one, pu]}ing a bottle from under his 
coat. c ® 

Mick looked at him and the bottle, and^ in 
spite of his terror, he coqld i^ot help bursting into 
a loud fit of laughter. • 

Laugh if you will,” said the little man, « but 
I tell you this bottle is better for you than all the 
money you will get for the cow in Cork — ay, than 
ten thousand times as much.” 

Mick laughed again. *Why then,” says he, 

do you think I am such a fbol as give my 
good cow for a bottle-^'- and ah emp^y one, too ? 
indeed then, [ won't.” o 
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‘^You had Ijetter give me t^^e cow, and take 
the bottle — you'll npt be sc^kj for it/’ 

“ Wh3i^ then, and^what would Molly say*? I’d 

• never hear the enck of it f and how would I pay 
the rent ? and whal wbuljj we all do ^n;ithout a 
penny of money 

“1 tell you this bottle is better to 3^ou than 
money ; take it, and give ftie the cow, « I ask 3’ou 
for the last time, Mick Purceft.’^ 

Mick startedi* 

** How does he know my name ? ” ♦bought he. 

• The stranger proceedSd : “ Mick Purcell, I 

know you, antf I have a regard for yofi ; therefore 
do as I warn 3^011, or you ifta3^ be* sorry for it. 
How do you know but your cow will ^Jie befofe 
you get to Cork ? ” • 

Mick was go*ng to say God forbid 1 ^* but the 
little man went on (and he was too attentive to 
say an3' thing to stop hiin^ for Mick w^as a very 
civil man, and he Knew better than jto interrupt a 
gentleman, and that *s what ifiany people, that hold 
their he*ads higher, dor^’t mind now). 

“ And how do you kn(vw*but there will be much 
ca|tle at the fair, and you wilf get a bad price, 
or may be you might^e robbed when you are 
coining home ? butTwhai need I talk more to you, 
when you are determined to throw away your 
luck, Mick Purcell.” 

“ Oh 1 no, I would not throw aivay my luck, 
sir,” said Mick ; << and if I was sure t^e bottle 
was as good as you %ay, though I never liked an 
empty bo^e, although I had drank what was in 
it, I'd giv 3 |you the cow ij;i the name — 7-” 
Never mind nam^,” ^aid the stranger, but 
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give me the cow ; I would not , tell you a* lie. 
Here, take the bott^, and when you go home do 
what I direct exactly.” 

Mick hesitated. 

“'Well then, good bye*; I can' stay no longer : 
once more, take it, cluSl be rich ; f^fuse it and beg 
for your life, and see your children in poverty, 
and your wife dying fdr want : that will happen 
to you, Mick' Kufcell 1” said the little man with a 
malicious grjn, which made liirLflook ten times 
more ugly<tliah ever. 

“ May be, ’tis true,”"said Mick, still hesitating :* 
he did not ^inow what to do — he could hardly 
help believing the eld man, and at length in a fit 
^ of desperation he seized the bottle — “ Take the 
cow,” said he, “ and if you are telling a lie, the 
curse of >.he poor will be on you.'' 

“ I care neither for your curses nor your bless- 
ings, but I have spoken truth, Mick Purcell, and 
that you wil^ find to-night, if you do what 1 tell 
you.'^ « . • 

“ And what's that?” says Mick. ' 

“When you *go honrfe,^never mind if your wife 
is angry, but be' quiet yourself, and make her 
sweep the room clean, set the ta'ble out right, and 
spread a clean cloth over It ; then put the bottle 
on the ground, saying these words : * Bottle, do 
your duty,’ and you will see the end of it.” 

“ And is this all?” says Mick. 

“ No nacre,” said the stranger. “ Good bye, 
Mick Purcell you are a rieh man.” 

“ God grant it ! ^ said Mick| as thg old man 
moved after the cow, and Mick retraced the road 
towards liis cabin ; but lie pould not help turning 
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back his head, look after the, purchaser of his 
cow, who was nowhei^ to be ^seen. 

Lorck between ps and harm !*’ said $lick : 

* “ He can’t belong U> this Sarth ; but where is the 
cow ? ” She too was gdhe,^and Mick we^t ho*me- 
ward muttering 'prayers, arfjj holding fast the 
bottle. 

And what would I dd if it broke ?«” thought 
he. “ Oh I but 1*11 take care of tlmt;” so be put 
it into his bosoirf^ and went on anxi(9us to prove 
his bottle, and doubting of the reception he should 
•meet from his wife ; balaifting his anxieties with 
his expectation, his fears with hi^ hopes, he 
reached home in the evening, and Stirprised his 
wife, sitting over the turf fire in the big chimne^^ 

“ Oh I Mick, are you come back? Sure you 
weren’t at Cork* all the way ! What has happened 
to you ? Where is the cow ? Did you sell her ? 
How much money did yoi^ get for her ? . What 
news have you ? Tell us every thiug about it?** 

“ Wlyr then, Molly, if ycsi’ll give me time, 1*11 
tell you all about it. Jf you want to know where 
the cow is, ’tisn’t Mick ^aft tell you, for the never 
a know does he know where she is now.’* 

Oh I then, you sold her ; and where *s the 
money?** ^ 

“ Arrahl stop awhile, Molly, and 1*11 tell you 
all about it.” 

“ But what is that bottle under ^our waist- 
coat ? ** said Molly, spying its neck sticl^g out. 

‘‘ Why, then, be* easy now, can’t you/* says 
Mick, ** till I tell it tO 0 youV* and putting the 
bottle on the table, That’s all 1 got for the 
cow.” 
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His poor wifo was thunderstruck. ‘‘ All^ou 
got ! ^nd what goqn^ is that) Mick ? Oh 1 I never 
thought you were such a fool ; and wlijft ’ll we do 
for the rent, and what* 

“ Now^Molly,” sav^ IVfick, “ qan’tyou li^arken 
to reason? Didn’t^I tell you hojv the old nian, 
or whatsomever he wa^ met me, — no, he did not 
meet me Neither, but he was there with me — on 
the big hill, afid how he made me sell him the 
cow, and tofd.me the bottle' waV the only thing 
for me ? ” ** ^ 

“ Yes, indeed, the only thing for you, you* 
fool !” said^ljflolly, seizing the bottle to hurl it at 
her poor hdsband’5 head ; but Mick caught it, 
and quietly (for he minded the old man’s advice) 
loosened his wife’s ^rasp, and placed the bottle 
again in his bosom. Poor Molly sat down crying, 
w'hilo Mick told her his story, with many a cross- 
ing and blessing beteveen him and harm. His 
wife could iW/t help believing him, particularly as 
she had as much faith in fairies as she h£\|cl in the 
priest, who indeed ney ere discouraged her belief 
in the fairies ; ipay be,«he didn’t know she be- 
lieved in them, and may be, he, believed in them 
himself. She got up, however, without saying 
one word, and began to sweep the earthen floor 
with a bunch of heath ; then she tidied up every 
thing, and put out the long and spread the 
clean cloth, for she had only one, upon it, and 
Mick, placing the bottle on the ground, looked at 
it, and said, bottle, do youl^ duty.” 

** liook there I look ^ere, niammyt<l” said his 
chubby eldest son, a hoy about five years old -«-* 
** look there I look there VI and he sprang to his 
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motTicr’s side, as two tiny little fellows rose like 
light from the bottle, *and in<g\i instant coyered 
the tableVith dishos and plates of gold and 
silver, full of the li4est victuals that ever w.ere 
seen, and when pjl was aon§ went into tjic bottle 
again. Mick and his wife loiked af every thing 
with astonishment ; they had never seen such 
plates and dishes before, and «didn’t« think they 
could ever admire them enough ; the very sight 
almost took awjfjf their appetites ; but at length 
Molly said, “ Come and si^ down, Mifflt, and try 
and cat a bit : §urc you ought to be hungry after 
such a good day’s work.” , 

“ Why, then, the man told* no lie^ about the 
bottle.” 

Mick sat do\vn, after putting the children to 
the table; and they made a hearty meal^ though 
they couldn’t taste half the dishes. 

“ Now,” says M^lly, I wonder will those two 
good little gentlemen carry away these fine things 
again ?”, They waited, but no one came ; so Molly 
put up tile dishes and platps very .care fully, say- 
ing, “ Why, then, Mickj that jvas no lie sure 
enough : but you !il be a rich man yet, Mick Pur- 
cell.” 

Mick and his ivite and children went to their 
bed, not to sleep, but to settle about selling the 
fine things they did not want, and to take more 
land. Mick went to Cork and sold his plate, and 
bought a horse and cart, and began to show that 
he was ' making money ; and • they* did all they 
could to k^p the bottle ^ secret ; but for all that, 
their landlord found it out| for he came to Mick 
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one day, and asked him where .he got alF his 
monejyr — sure it vrjL^ not by the farm ; and he 
bothered him so much, thateat last Midc told him 
of the bottle. His lafidlord offered him a deal of 
money fo/ it, but Mi^k woufd not give it, till at 
last he offered to gjve him all hi%farm for ever : 
so Mick, who was very rich, thought he’d never 
want anycmgre mgney, and gave him the bottle : 
but Mick wa^mistaken — he and his family spent 
money as if'i:here was no end of k ; and, to make 
the story ^liort, they became poorer and poorer, 
till at last they had nothing left but one cow ; and 
Mick once^more drove his cow before him to sell 
her at Cork fair, hdping to meet the old man and 
^et anotl\^r bottle. It was hardly daybreak when 
he left home, and Ife walked on at a good pace 
till he reached the big hill : the mists were sleep- 
ing in the valleys and curling like smoke-wreaths 
upon the brown heatb around him. The sun rose 
on his left, and just at his fee£ a lark sprang from 
its grassy couch and poured forth its joyous matin 
song, ascending into the clear blue sky, * 

Till its form like a specie in the airiness blending 

And thrilling with music, was melting in light.” • 

Mick crossed himself, listefting as he advanced 
to the sweet song of the lark, but thinking, not- 
withstanding, all the time of the little old man ; 
when, just as he reached the summit of the hill, 
and cast his eyes over the extensive prospect 
befofe and around, him, he was startled and re- 
joiced by the same* weU-knowt) voices — Well, 
Miipk Purcell, I told you, you would be a rich 
man.” 
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<< Indeed, th^n, sure enough JL was, that's no 
lie for you, sir. Goo4 mornij^^ to you, but it is 
not rich 1 iun no \/ — ];)ut have you another bottle, 
«for 1 want it now as jmuch ^ I did long ago ; so 
if you have it, sir, here R the co.w for it.”^ 

“ And here i^flie bottle,'^ ^aid the old man, 
smiling ; “ you know what to do with it.” 

“ Oh ! then, sure I do, as good right I have.” 

“ Well, farewell for ever, Mick Ptircell : I told 
you, you would a rich man.” 

“ And good bye to you, sir,” said Mick, as he 
turned back ; “ and good l6ck to you, and good 
luck to the big* hill — it wants a nam^ — Bottle 
Hill. — Good bye, sir, good byo:” so ]$^ck walked 
back as fast as he could, never looking ^fter thd 
white*faced little gentleman^ and the cow, so 
anxious was he to bring home the bottle.* Well, 
he arrived with it safely enough, and called out, 
as soon as he saw Molly, % Oh I sure I've an- 
other bottle ! ” * «» 

“ Arrah f then, have you? why, then, you’re 
a lucky than, Mick Purqpll, that’s what you are.” 

In an instant she put .e^ery thing right ; and 
Mick, looking at his bottle, exulfin^y cried out, 
“ Blottle, do your duty.” In a twinkling, two 
great stout men with bi^ cudgels issued from the 
bottle (I do not Snow how they got room in it), 
and belaboured poor Mick and his wife and all 
his family, till they lay on the floor, when in they 
went again. Mick, as soon as he recovered, got 
up and looked about him ; he thpughtond thought, 
and at last l^e took»up hisavife and his children ; 
and, leaving them to recove| as well as they coidd, 



44 LEGEND OF BOTTLE HILL. 

he took the boUle under his coat» and went tso his 
landlord, who a greajt company : he got a 
servant to tell him he warded to speak to him, 
and at last he came (ftit to Mick. 

“ W^*y, what do ypu ?vant now ? 

Nothing, sir, qflly 1 have another bottle.” 

“ Oh ! ho ! is it as good as the first ? ” 

“ Yesj-^ir^ and better ; if you like, 1 will show 
it to you behrfe all the ladies and gentlemen.” 

“ Come ’along, then.” So ’isaying, Mick was 
brought into the great hall, where he saw his old 
bottle standing high up on a shelf : “ Ah ! ha ! ” 
says he to himself^ “ may be I won’t have you by 
and by.” ^ 

“ Nowc” says his landlord, show us your 
bottle.” Mick set it on the floor, and uttered 
the words ; in a moment the landlord was tumbled 
on the floor ; ladies and gentlemen, servants and 
all, were running and roaring, and sprawling, and 
kicking, and shrieking. Wine cups and salvers 
were knocked about in every direction, until the 
landlord calle^ out, Stqp those two devils, Mick 
Purcell, or I’ll have you hanged !” 

They never shall stop,” said Mick, “ till I 
get my own bottle that I see iip there at top of 
that shelf.” ' ' ' . . . 

“ Give it down to him, give it down to him, 
before we are all killed !” says the landlord. 

Mick put his bottle in his bosom ; in jumped 
the two, men into the new bottle, and he carried 
the bottles home. I need nof lengthen my story by 
teUing how he got richer than ever,fiiiow his son 
married his landlord’SeOnly daughter, how he and 
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his ^^jfe died when they were very old, and how 
some of the servants, fighting fti their wake, broke 
the bottled; but still •the hyi has the name upon 
^t ; ay, and so *t will 4)e aJways Bottle Hill to the 
end of the world, ^ and so it oi>Klit, for it is a strange 
story. 
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CONCESSIONS OF TOM BOURKE. 

VIL 

Tom BomiKE lives in a low long farm-house» 
resembling in outwa^ appearance a large barry» 
placed at Nche bottom of the hilf, just wliere the 
new road ^^‘irikes V>fF from the old one, leading 
from th^ town of Kilworth to that of Lismore. 
He is of a class of persons who are a sort of black 
swans ifi Ireland : he is a wealthy farmer. Tom’s 
father had, in the good old times, when a hundred 
pounds were no inconsiderable treasure, either to 
lend or spend, accommodated his landlord with 
that sum, at interest^ and obtaiifed, as a return for 
the civility, a long lease, /ibout half a dozen times 
more valuable than thew loan which procured it. 
The old man di&l worth several hundred poupcls, 
the greater part of which, with his farm, he be- 
queathed to his son Tom. Bu{, besides all this, 
Tom received from his father, upon his deathbed, 
another gift, far more valuable than worldly 
riches, greatly as he prized and is still known to 
prize tltem. He was invested with the privilege, 
qnjoyed by few of. the sons^f men, of communi- 
cat^g with those mysterious beings nailed tlie 
good people.” ^ 

, Tom Bourke is a l|ttlqi stout, healthy, active 
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man,* about 6fl3(-five years of age. His hair Is 
perfectly white, short and fft^lshy behind^ but 
rising in fsont erect and thick above his forehead, 
4 ike a new clothes-l^-us)^. * His eyes are of tliat 
kind which 1 havje of^en o4served witlib persons 
of a quick but lifnited intclle^ — they are small, 
grey, and lively. The large and projecting eye- 
brows under, or rather within, wjiich tjiey twinkle, 
give them an expression of shrewdness and intel- 
ligence, if not of«c?hnning. And this is very much 
the character of the man. ^If you wafft to make 
bargain with Tom Bourke, you mu^t act as if 
you were a general besieging a tow^, and make 
your advances a long time befotfe you hope to 
obtain possession ; if you march up bcHdly, and 
tell him at once your object, ^ou are for the most 
part sure to have the gates closed in your teeth. 
Tom does not wish to part with what you wish to 
obtain, or another person has been speaking to 
him for the whole of the last week. 'Or, it may 
be, your proposarseems to nfeet the most favour- 
able reception. “ Very wel], sir ; ” “ That’s true, 
sir;” “ Tm very thankful to yoyr honour,** and 
othcjjT expressions of kindness and confidence, 
greet you in reply to every sentence ; and you 
part from him wQn<fering how he can have ob- 
tained the character which he universally bears, 
of being a man whom no one can make any thing 
of in a bargain. But when you next meet hiiU, 
the flattering illusion is dissolved : you fmd you 
are a great, deal farflier from your object thaif 
you were when you thought you had almost suc- 
ceeded: his eye and his tengue express a total 
forgetfulness of what the mind within never lost 
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sight of for an c instant; and yoji have to begin 
operations afresh, ^^ ith the .disadvantage of having 
put your adversary complejtely upon h;s guard. 
Yet, although Torn Bourke is, whether from 
supernfitural revealipgs, or (as many will think 
more probable) fr/^m the tell-l^uth, experience, 
so distrustful of mankind, and so close in his 
dealings With thqm, Re is no misanthrope. No 
man loves belter the pleasures of the genial board. 
The love of money, indeed, which is with him 
(and who^-will blame. him?) a very ruling propen- 
sity, and the gratification which it has received 
from liable^ of industry, sustained throughout a 
pretty loe^g and i^accessful life, have taught him 
the value^f sobriety, during those seasons, at least, 
when a man’s business requires him to keep pos- 
session ‘of his senses. He has therefore a general 
rule, never taget drunk but on Sundays. But, in 
order that it should ibe a general one to all intents 
and purposes, he takes a method which, accord- 
ing to better logiciiins than hcT is, always proves 
the rid^ He^s many exceptions : among these, 
of^ourse, are the evenings of all the fair and 
market- days that happai in his neighbourhood; 
so also all the days on which funerals, marriages, 
and christenibgs take place .^ong his friends 
within niany miles of him. As'.to this last class of 
exceptions, it may appear at first very singular, 
that he much more punctual in his attendance 
at the funerals than at the baptisms or weddings 
of his friends. This ma/' be construed^ as an 
iMtimce of disinterested affecl^riy ihr , departed 
worth, very uncommop in this s^i^ wo^ld», But I 
am afraid that the motive%which lead Toni Bourke 
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to ]1!ay more court to the dead than the living arc 
precisely those whichlead to We opposite conduct 
in the gefterality of mankii^id — a hope of future 
•benefit and a fear df fuj;ure evil. For the good 
people, who are ^ race as»ppwerful a9*lHiey are 
capricious, havl their favourites among those 
who inhabit this world ; o%n show their affection, 
by easing the objects of it from tlj^n load of this 
burdensome life ; and frequently rew^fd or punish 
the living, accofcting to the degree of reverence 
paid to the obsequies andr the memory of the 
elected dead. . • 

It is not easy to prevail on Torn# to speak of 
those good people, with whom he is s^d to hold 
frequent and intimate communicationi? To the 
faithful, who believe in their power, and ^Jieir oc- 
casional delegation of it to him, he seldom refuses, 
if properly asked, to exercise his hig^h prerogative, 
when any unfortunajie being fe stritck ‘ in his neigh- 
bourhood. Still, he will notjbe won unsued : he 
is at firsiJ: difficult of persuasion, and must be 
overcome by a little gentlcw violence. On these 

1 The terra ** fairy struck ” is applira to paralytic afibc- 
tions wliich are supposed to proceed frora^lh blow given by 
the invisible hand of an ctfended fairy ; thb^ belief, of course, 
creates fairy doctors,* who by means of e^rms and myste- 
rious journeys profess to cure the afflictl^ It is only fair 
to add, that the terra has also a convivial ^.the 

fairies being' not unfrequently made to of 

the effects arising from too copious a sacrifice ^ the jolly 
god. • • 

The importance attached to^ the manner and place of 
burial by the peasantiy is almost incredible ; it is always a 
matter of considertffilon and often of dispute whether the 
deceased shall be buried wit]| Ida or her own people.*' 



50 THE CONFEiJSIONS OF TGTM BOUKKE. 

occasions he is iSfnusually solemn «and mysterious, 
and if one word d^^rewartFbe mentioned, he at 
once abandons the unhappyc patient, si!ich a pro- 
position being a direct ipsub^^ to his supernatural* 
superiors; It is tru^,Bthat as thp labourer is wor- 
thy of his hire, in<fst persons, gi^'ted as he is, do 
not scruple to receivc}^^ a token of gratitude from 
the patients /yr their friends after their recovery. 

To do Toni Bourke justice, he is on these oc- 
casions, as i have heard from^'h^any competent 
• authorities^ perfcctl}\ disinterested. Not many 
months sii^ce, he recovered a young woman (thd 
sister of a tradesman living near him), who had 
been stru^ speechless after returning from a fu- 
neral, ana had continued so for several days. He 
stedfastly refused receiving any compensation; 
Baying, that even if he had not as much as would 
buy him his supper, he could take nothing in this 
case, because the gii4 had olfQnded at the funeral 
one of the good people belonging to his own fa- 
mily, and though he would do lier a kindness, he 
could take noRe fromjher. 

About the tin?e this lust remarkable affair took 
place, my friend Mr^ Martin, who is a neighbour 
of Tom’s, had some busii^ess po transact with him, 
which it was exceedingly difficult to bring to a 
conclusion. At last Mr. Martin, having tried all 
quiet means, had recourse to a legal process, which 
brought Tom to reason, and the matter was 
ii^ngetl to their mutual satisfaction, and with 
perfect good^'humour between the j^arties. The 
accommodation took ^ace after diffiier at Mr. 
Martin’s house, and lie invited Tom to walk into 
the parlour and take g^ass of punch, made of 
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some excellent ^otteen, which w&s on the table : 
he had long wished* to driKiT out his highly- 
endowed neighbour on th(^ subject of his super- 
liatural powers, and fas Jdrs, Martin, who was in 
ihc room, was rather a favourite of TooVs, this 
seemed a good (Opportunity. • 

Well, Tom,” said Mr, Martin, “ that was a 
curious business of Molly Dwyer'^; who reco- 
vered her speech so suddenly tlie oth^er day.” 

You may sdy*that, sir,” replied Tom Bourke ; 
but 1 had to travel far ,fcr it : no matter for 
that, now. Yoiiy health, nia am,” said Jjc, turning 
to Mrs. Martin. • 

“ Thank you, Tom. But I* am tolJkyou ha(i 
some trouble once in that way in your own fa- 
mily,” said Mrs., Martin. * 

“ So I had, ma’am ; trouble enough ; i)ut you 
were only a child at that time.” 

“ Come, Tom,” si^id the h^pi table Mr. Martin, 
interrupting liim,^“ take anojher tumbler;” and 
he then q^ilded, “ I wish you would tell us some- 
thing of the manner in^wlych so many of your 
cliildrcn died. I am told they (propped off, one 
atlev another,' by the same disorder, and that your 
eldest son was cur^d ip. a most extraordinary 
way, when the pliysicians had given him over.” 

“ ’Tis true for you, sir,” returned Tom ; “ your 
father, the doctor (God be good to him, I won’t 
belie him in his grave) told me, when my fourth 
little boy w'as a weekjsick, that himself arfd 
tor Barry did all that man could do tor him; but 
they could %ot keep him* from going after the 
rest. No more they could, if the people that 
took away the rest wished to take him too. But 

E 2 • 
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they left him ; a^d sorry to the heart 1 am I did 
not know before wRy they Vere taking my boys 
from me ; if I did, 1 Mrould eot be left trusting to 
two of 'em now.” , i * 

Ami'how did yqmfind it out,rTom ?" enquired 
Mr. Martin. 

“ Whyj then, I’ll t^Il you, sir,” said Bourke. 
‘‘ When yomj. fatlier said what I told you, I did 
not know very well what to do. I walked down 
the little hof^ereen you know, sir,^hat goes to the 
river side near Dickvtleafy’s ground ; for 't was 
a lonesomq. place, and I wanted to^hink of myself. 
I was heavy, sir, and my heart got weak in me, 
ivhen I tl^ught I was to lase my little boy ; and 
1 did norknow well how to face his mother with 
the news, for she doted down uppn him. Beside, 
she never got the better of all she cried at his 
brother’s berrin (burying) the week before. As I 
was going down the*bohereeq, 1 met an old bo- 
cough ^ that used tc^come about the place once or 
twice a year, and used always sleep in, our barn 
while he staid«in the aei^ibourhood. So he asked 
me how 1 was. Bad etiough, Shamous (James,)* 
says 1. ‘I’m sorry for your trouble,’ says 4 .he; 
‘ but you’re a foolish mao, Bourke. Your son 
would be well enough if you would only do what 
you ought with him.’ ‘ What more can I do with 
him, Shamous?’ says I: ‘ the doctors give him 

S ver.’ ‘ The doctors know no more what ails him 
San tifey do what ails a cow when she stops her 
milk/ -says l^hamous:^ ‘ but go to such a one/ 

1 A peculiar class of b^fgars resembling the Gaberlunzie 
man of Scotland. * • 
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says*he, telling me his name, ‘ arfd try what he *11 
say to you/ ” * •• • 

“ And \fho was that, Torj ?” asked Mr. Martin. 
* “ I could not telltyoib that, sir,** said Bourke, 
with a mysterioM look : “ howsoever, jmti often 
saw him, and her does not live^far from this. But 
I had a trial of him before ; and if I went to him 
at first, may be I’d have now smne (jf them that’s 
gone, and so Shajpous often told me.. Well, sir, 
I went to this nfan, and he came with me to the 
house. By course, I did c#ery thing as he bid 
me. According«to his order, I took th% little boy 
out of the dwelling-house immediately, l/ek as he 
was, and made a bed for him and my^f in th^ 
cow-house. Well, sir, I lay^down by nis side, 
in the bed, betw^i^en two of the cows, an4 he fell 
asleep. He got into a perspiration, saving your 
presence, as if he was drawn through the river, 
and breathed hard, .with a §reat impression (op- 
pression) on his phest, and ^as very bad — very 
bad entirely through the night. I thought about 
twelve o’clock he was gohigiat last, and 1 was just 
getting up to go call the fnan I t©ld you of ; but 
there was no occasion. My friends were getting 
the better of them that wanted to take him away 
from me. There was nobody in the cow-house but 
the child and myself. There was only one half- 
penny candle lighting, and that was stuck in the 
wall at the far end of the house. I had just enough 
of light where we w^re laying to jee a*persoil 
walking or standing near^us: and there was no 
more noise tnan if it was a churchyard, except the 
cows chewing the fodder iif the stalls. Just as I 
was thinking of gettiT% ilp, as I told you— I 
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won’t belie my ftithcr, sir — he was a good father 
to me — I saw him^Standin^ at the bed side, hold- 
ing out his right ha|^d to«mc, and leaning his 
other hand on the stick he iJiscd to carry when In? 
was alive, and lookgig pleasant and smiling at me, 
all as if he was teKing me not to be afcard, for I 
would not lose the cb’ld. ‘ Is that you, father?’ 
says I. fle^iid Rothing. ‘ If that’s you,' says I 
again, ‘ for the love of them that’s gone, let rne 
catch your hand.’ And so he did, sir ; and his 
hand was a^ soft as s^child’s. He stayed about as 
long as yowl’d be going from this to the gate below 
at the end q £ the avenue, and then went away. In 
less than|^^week the child was as well as if nothing 
ever ailea him ; and there isn’t to-night a healthier 
boy of nineteen, from this blessed house to the 
town of Ballyporeen, across the Kilworth moun- 
tains.*' 

“ But I (liink, ■Pom," said Mr. Martin, it 
appears as if you ar9 more indel^ted to your father 
than to the man recommended to you by .Shamous ; 
or do you suppose it was he who made favour 
with your enemies ambng the good people, and 
that then your father ” »* 

** I beg your pardon, fsir,” said Bourkc, inter- 
rupting him ; “ but don't call them my enemies. 
’T would not be wishing to me for a good deal to 
sit by when they are called so. No oiFence to 
you, sir. — Here’s wishing you a good health and 
longliffe.” ^ , 

“ I assure you," returned Mr. Martin, I 
nieaitt no offence, Tom ; but was St not as I 
say?" 

“ I can’t teU.you that, Sir>” said Bourke ; “ I'm 
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bouAd down, siv. Howsoever, ^ou may be sure 
the man I spoke of, add my fAiler, and thosQ they 
know, settled it between them.” 

• There was a pause, of B^iich Mrs. .Martin took 
advantage to entire of Toj^i, whether something 
remarkable hadmot happened^ about a goat and a 
pair of pigeons, at the tiny? of his son’s illness^ — 
circumstances often mysteriously hinted at by 
Tom. 

“ See that nd^^,” said he, turning "to Mr. Mar- 
tin, “ how well she remem3»ers it I 'Hue for you, 
bia’am. The gpat I gave the mistresg, your mo- 
ther, wlien the doctors ordered her goats whey.” 

Mrs. Martin nodded assenf, and iHm Bourk^ 
continued — “ Why, then, I’ll tell yoirhow that 
was. 'fhe goat was as well*as e’ er a goat ever 
was, for a month aller she was sent to Killaan to 
your father’s. The morning after the night I just 
told you of, before fhe chilci^voke, his mother was 
standing at the gap, leading j^ut of the barn-yard 
into the road, and she saw two pigeons flying from 
the town of Kihvorth,«oiF«the cliurch, down to- 
wards her. Well, they never i^opped, you see, 
tillathey came to the house on the hill at the other 
side of the river, fa^ing^our farm. They pitched 
upon the chimney of that house, and after looking 
about them for a minute or two, they flew straight 
across the river, and stopped on the ridge of the 
cow-house where the child and I were lying. 
Do you think they came there for nothing, sir ?” 

Certainly not, returned Mr. Martin. 

“ Well, file woman carhe in to me, frightened, 
and told me. She began to cry. — ‘ Whisht, you 
fooir saysl: < ’tis aS for the better.’ ’Twas 
s 4 • 
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true for me. What do you thiak, ma’am ; the 
goat (liat 1 gave y v^r mother, that was seen feed- 
ing at sunrise that morning by Jack Cronin, as 
merry as a bee, droppS&d /lov^ dead, without any 
body knowing why, l^fore Jacl^’s face ; and at 
that very moment h^e saw two pigeons fly from the 
top of the house out^ of the toivn, towards the 
Lismore rbacl. ’Iwas at the same time my wo- 
man saw them, as I just told you.” 

“ *T was Very strange, indeea', Tom,” said Mr. 
.Martin ; wish you;. could give us some expla- 
nation of it.” 

“ I wish I could, sir,” was Tom Bourke’s an- 
swer ; “ lt»it I’m bound down. I can’t tell but 
what I’mvtllowed to tell, any more than a sentry 
is let walk more than his rounds.’/ 

I think you said something of having had 
some former knowledge of the man that assisted 
in the cure of your »dn,” said Mr. Martin. 

** So I had, sir,’^ returned Bourke. 1 had a 
trial of that man. 6ut that’s neither l()ere nor 
there. I can’t, tell yoi^ asy thing about that, sir. 
But would you, like to know how he got his 
skill?”- ^ , 

Oh I very much, indeed,” said Mr. Martin. 
But you can tell us his Christian name, that 
we may know him the better through the story,” 
added Mrs. Martin. Tom Bourke paused for a 
minute to consider this proposition. 

WeU, 1 believe I may tell you that, any how ; 
his name is Patrick. He was always a smart, 
active, ’cute boy, and Arould be a gr£at clerk if 
he stuck to it. The first time I knew him, sir, 
was at my mother’s wake, si was in great trouble. 
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for Pclid not know where to burgher. Her peo- 
ple and my father's pebple — Aiiean their friends, 
sir, among*the goad pmople^ had the greatest battle 
that was known for raany a^ear, at Dunmanway- 
cross, to see to whose chur^yard she’d ho taken. 
They fought for^three nights, ^ne after another, 
without being able to settlp it. The neighbours 
wondered how long I was before I buried my 
mother ; but I had my reasons, thouj^h I could 
not tell them aff ^hat time. Well,, sir, to make 
my story short, Patrick camf»on the WSrth morn- 
ing and told me«he settled the business, and that 
day we buried her in Kilcrumper churchyard, 
with my father’s people.” * ^ 

‘‘ He was a valuable friend, Tom,” shid Mrs. 
Martin, with difficulty suppre^ing a smile. But 
you were about to tell how he became so skilful.” 

So I will, and w'elcome,” replied Bourke. 

Your health, ma’aip. I amflrinking too much of 
this punch, sir ; ^but to tell^ the truth, I ne'^er 
tasted the like of it : it goes down one’s throat 
like sweet oil. But what v^s I going to say ? — 
Yes — well — Patrick, many a loi^ year ago, was 
coming home from a herrin late in the evening, 
and walking by the ^de of the river, opposite the 
big inch i, near Ballyhefaan ford. 2 He had taken 
a drop, to be sure ; but he was only a little merry, 
as you may say, and knew very well what hb was 
doing. Tne moon was shining, for it was in the 
month of August, and the river was as smooth 

1 Inch — lo^ meadow ground near a river. 

® A ford of the river FunclieoiwCthe Fanchin of Spenser), 
on the road leading from Fegmoy to Araglin. 
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and as bright as* a looking-glass.* He heard no- 
thing for a long trae but tne fall of the water at 
the mill wier about a i^ile do»vvn the rivel, and now 
and then the crying of thelaifibson the other sidd 
of the river. All 4t9once, tlierc was a noise of a 
great number of people, laughing as if they’d break 
their hearts, and of acoiper playing among them. 
It came from jthe inch at the other side of the ford, 
and he saw, through the mist that hung over the 
•river, a whom, crowd of people dancing on the inch. 
Patrick wa^ fond Of a dance as he was of a glass, 
and tliat’s^aying enough for him i so he whipped*^ 
off his shoes and stockings, and away w'ith him 
;icross tfjj^ ford. After putting on his shoes and 
stockingf*at the other side of tlie river, he walked 
over to the crowd, and mixed with them for some 
time without being minded. He thought, sir, 
that he’d show them better dancing than any of 
themselves, for he \^s proucLof his feet, sir, and 
good right he had, for there w^s not a boy in the 
same parish could foot a double or ttieblc with 
him. But pwah ! — his*dancing was no more to 
theirs than mioi^ would be to the mistress there. 
They did not seem as if they had a bone in their 
bodies-, and they kept it« upcas if nothing could 
tire them. Patrick was ’shamed within himself, 
for he thought he had not lus fellow m all the 
country round ; and was going away, when a little 
old man, that was looking at the company for 
some ttme bitterly, as if he^did not like what was 
going on, came up to^him. < Patrick/ says he. 

1 t. e. ** in the time of tbe crack of a whip/* he took off liis 
shoes and stockings. 
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Patrick started^ for he did not* think any body 
there knew him. ^Patriclc,i says he, ‘ you're 
discouraj^'d, and no wonder for you. But you 
Miave a friend nearlyou. I’m your friend, and 
your fatlicr s frmnd, and I 4lvnk worse ^wiore) of 
your little finger than I do oUt all that are here, 
though they think no one is as good as themselves. 
Go into the ring and call for a lilt. Don’t be 
afeard. I tell you the best of them did not do 
as well as you SiTall, if you will do efS* I bid you.’ 
Patrick felt something withAi him a^f he ought 
not to gainsay the old man. He wc^t into the 
ring, and called the piper to playaip the best 
double he had. And, sure enough, all# that tl>^ 
others were able for was nothing to him ! He 
bounded like an; eel, now her^ and now there, as 
light as a feather, although the people could hear 
the music answered by his steps, that beat time 
to every turn of it,,like the^eft foot of the piper. 
He first danced ^ hornpipe op the ground. Then 
they got, a table, and he danced a treble on it 
that drew down shouts from the whole company. 
At last he called for a tffencher; and when they 
sawhim, all as if he was spinning on it like a top, 
they did not know ^hat to make of him. Some 
praised him for the best dancer that ever entered 
a ring ; others hated him because he was better 
than themselves ; although tliey had good right 
to think themselves better than him or any other 
man that never wen J the long journey.” • 

And what was the cause of his great success ? ” 
enquired Mr. Martin. * 

** He could not help«it, sir,” replied Tom 
Bourke. They that eouM make him do more 
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than that made hin) do it. Howsomcver, when 
he had done, theyMantedhim to dance again, but 
he was tired, and they could not persuade him. 
Atjast he got angry, andosweire a big oath, saving 
your presence, that would rot dance a step 
more ; and the word was hardly out of his mouth, 
when he found himself«ali alone, with nothing but 
a white cow grazing by his side.” 

“ Did he ever discover why he was gifted with 
.these extraordinary powers in the* dance, Tom?” 
said Mr. Martin. 

“ 1*11 tel), you that too, sir,*’ answered Bourke, 
‘‘ when I come to it. When he went home, sir, 

was taken with a shivering, and went to bed ; 
and the next day they foand he got the fever, or 
something like it, for he raved like as if he was 
mad. But they couldn’t make out what it was 
he was saying, though he talked constant. The 
doctors gave him 6ver. Byt it ’s little they 
know what ailed hin)^. When \\q was, as you may 
say, about ten days sick, and every body, thought 
he was going,* one ofotlie neighbours came in to 
him with a man, g friend^of his, from Ballinlacken, 
that was keeping with him some time before.« I 
can't tell you his name either^ only it was Darby. 
The minute Darby saw Patrick,* he took a little 
bottle, with the juice of herbs in it, out of his 
pocket, and gave Patrick a drink of it. He did 
the same every day for three weeks, and then 
Patrick was able to walk abput, as stout and as 
hearty as ever he was in his life. But he was a 
long time before he came to himself ; hnd he used 
to walk the whole day sometimes by the ditch 
side, talking to himself, like as if there was some 
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one *along with him. And so tlfere was, surely, 
or he wouldn’t be the*man to- day. 

1 suppose it wasjTrom some such companion 
4ie learned his skill,’ isai4 iftr. Martin. 

You have i^ all now, •sir,” replied Bourke. 

Darby told hiiti his friends Vere satisfied with 
what he did the night of the dance ; and though 
they couldn’t hinder the fever,* they’d bring him 
over it. and teach him more than many knew be- 
side him. And*i#b they did. For you see all the 
people he met on the inch tlmit night ^ere friends ^ 
of a different faction ; only the old man that spoke ^ 
to him ; he was a friend of Patrick’s^mily, and' 
it went again’ his heart, you see, that the others 
were so light and active, and he wa^*bitter in 
himself to hear *^m boasting hAw they’d dance with 
any set in the whole country round. So he gave 
Patrick the gift that night, and aflerwards gave 
him the skill that makes hlln the wonder of all 
that know him. And to l^e sure it was only 
learning \^e was tliat time when he was wandering 
in his mind after the fewer^’ • 

1 have heard many strange stories about that 
inch near Ballyhefaan lord,” said Mr. Martin. 

“ ’Tis a great place /or Jilie good people, isn't it, 
Tom?*' • 

“ You may say that, sir,'' returned Bourke. 

1 could tell you a great deal about it. Many 
a time I sat for as good as two hours by moon- 
light, at th’ other side of the river, looking at 'em 
playing goal as if they’d break the&r hearts over 
it ; with thtir coats and Whistcoats off, and white 
handkerchiefs on the heads»of one party, and red 
ones on th’ other, justaas you’d see on a Sunday 
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in Mr. Simmingl; big field, I saw ^em one itight 
play till the mooi^let, without one party being 
able to take the ball from, th* other. • Tm sure 
they were going to figh^ oaly *twas near morn-* 
iiig, I’4T» told your grandfathcr| ma’am, used to 
see 'em there, too,S said Bourke, turning to Mrs. 
Martin. 

“ So I* have been told, Tom,” replied Mrs. 
Martin. But don’t they say that the church 
yard of Kilcrumper * is just as^vourite a place 
^ with the gdhd people, as Ballyhefaan inch.'* 

“ Why, ^hen, may be, you nev(y heard, ma’am^ 
what happe^ied to Davy Roche in that same 
(;Jiurchyafd,” said* Bourke; and turning to Mr. 
Martin, ^tlded, “ 'twas a long time before he 
went into your service, sir. IJe was walking 
home, of an evening, from the fair of Kilcummer, 
a little merry, to be sure, after the day, and he 
came up with a berrili. So hp walked along with 
it, and thought it very queer, ^ that he did not 
know a mother's soiu in the crowd, but pne man, 
and he was sune that vian was dead many years 
afore. Howson^ever, he went on with the berrin, 
till they came to Kilcrumper churchyard ; ^md 
faith he went in and staid«wit(} the rest, to see the 
corpse buried. As soon as the grave was covered, 
what should they do but gather about a piper 
that ctmie along with ’em and fall to dancing as if 
it was a wedding. Davy longed to be among ’em 
(for he iiadn’ t a bad foot of his own, that time, 
whatever he Aiay now) ; but fie was loath to begin, 

1 About two hundred 3 i|urds.ofr the Dublin inaH-coadi 
road, nearly mid* way betw,een JKihvorth and Fermoy. 
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bccansc they alUseemed strange lo him, only the 
man I told you that het thouglK^was dead. Well, 
at last this^man saw wjiat Davy wanted, and came 
up to him. ‘ Davy,*^ay^ h?, ‘ take out a partner, 
and show what yoji can do, b^^t^take care md don’t 
offer to kiss her.^ ‘ That I wonit/ saya Davy, ‘ al- 
though her lips w'erc made .of honey.’ And with 
that h^ made his bow to the purtiest girl in the 
ring, and he and she began to dance? *T v/as a jig 
they danced, and^hey did it to th’ admiration, do 
you see, of all that were there. ’T all very 
\fell till the jig was over ; but just as^ they had 
done, Davy, for lie had a drop in, and was Avann 
with the dancing, forgot himsdlf, and kissed hi^ 
partner, according to custom. The sthack was 
no sooner off of his lips, you sfie, than he was left 
alone in the churchyard, without a creature near 
him, and all he could see was the tall tombstones. 
Davy said they seemed as iii they were dancing 
too, but I suppose tfiat was only the wonder that 
happened^ him, and he being a little in drink. 
Ilowsomever, he found it#w^s a great many hours 
later than he thought itf ’twas^near morning 
whe^ he came home ; but they couldn’t get a 
word out of him till the ijext day, when he ’woke 
out of a dead sleep anout twelve o’clock,” 

When Tom had finished the account of Davy 
Roche and the berrin, it became quite evident 
that spirits of some sort were working too strong 
within him to admit of his telling many more tales 
of the good people. *Tom seemed conscious of 
this. — He fluttered for few minutes broken 
sentences concerning chuachyards, river-sides, 
leprechans, and dina maghy iwhich were quite un- 
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intelligible, perhap^s to himself, < certainly to Mr. 
Martin and his la%. At tength he made a slight 
motion of the head unwards, as if he would say, 
“ I can talk no more;’' stretched his arm on the 
table, apon which ho placed the empty tumbler 
slowly, and with the most knowing and cautious 
air ; and rising from his chair, walked, or rather 
rolled, to the parlour-door. Here he turned 
round to face his host and hostess ; but after 
various ineffectual attempts th'^bid them good 
night, the'^hvords, us they rose, being always 
choked by a violent hiccup, while the door, which 
he held by the handle, swung to and fro, carrying 
}iis unyielding body along with it, he was obliged 
to depafl in silence. The cow-boy, sqpt by 
Tom’s wife, who kJiew well what soit of allure- 
ment detained him, when he remained out after a 
certain hour, was in attendance to conduct his 
master home. 1 has e no doubt that he returned 
without meeting aijy material injury, as T know 
that within the last month, he was, to use his own 
words, As stout and hearty a man as any of 
his age in the county Gork.” 


65 


FAIRIES OR* NO FAIRIES. 

VIIL 

John Mullkjan was as fine*an^old fellow as 
ever threw a Carlow spur into the sidqs of a horse. 
He was» besideS,** as jolly a boon ccrApanion over 
a jug of punch as you would^meet from Carnsore 
Point to Bloody Farland. And a go^d horse he 
used to ride ; and a stiffer jug^of puach than his 
was not in nineteen baronies. May be^he stuck 
more to it than he ought to have done— but that 
is nothing whatever to the story I am going to 
tell. 

John believed devoutly in fairies ; and an angry 
man was he if you (Joubted fliem. He had more 
fairy stories than^would mak^ if properly printed 
in a rivulyt of print running down a meadow of 
margin, two thick quartos^ for Mhr. Murray, of 
Albemarle street ; all of which h^ used to tell on 
all occasions that he could find listeners. Many 
believed his stories -7- many more did not believe 
them — but nobody, in process of time, used to 
contradict the old gentleman, for it was a pity to 
vex him. But he had a couple of young neigh- 
bours who were just come down from their first 
vacation in Trinity College to spend the Slimmer 
months with an uncle of theirs, Mr.^Whaley, an 
old Cromw^lian, who liveS at Ballybegmullina- 
hone, and they were too fulVof logic to let the old 
man have his own way endisj^ted. 

F • 
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Every story he told they laughed at, and said 
that it was impos^ble ^ that it was merely old 
woman’s gabble, and other puch things. When 
he ^ould insist that all hjs stories were derived 
from the jnost credibly sources -7- nay, that some 
of them had been^vtold him by his own grand- 
mother, a very respect{ible old lady, but slightly 
affected in her faculties, as things that came under 
her own knowledge — they cut the matter short 
by declaring* that she was in her « dotage, and at 
the best of thnes had a strong propensity to pull- 
ing a long bow. 

“ But,” s;^id they, Jack Mulligan, did you 
^ver see i fairy yourself?” 

Never;** was the reply.— Never, as I am a man 
of honour and credit.” 

Well, then,” they answered,” until you do, 
do not be bothering us with any more tales of my 
grandmother.” < 

Jack was particularly nettled at this, and took 
up the cudgels for his grandmother ; but the 
younkers were; too sharp for him, and iinally he 
got into a passion, as people generally do who 
have the worst ot an argument. This evening — 
it was at their uncle’s, m old crony of his with 
whom he had dined — he nad taken a large portion 
of his usual beverage, and was quite riotous. He 
at last got up in a passion, ordered his horse, and, in 
spite of his host’s entreaties, galloped off, although 
he hadi intended to have slept there, declaring 
that he would not have any thing more to do with 
a pair of jackanapes puppies, who, b^ause they 
had learned how to raad good-for-nothing books 
in cramp writing, and.wece taught by a parcel of 
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wiggy, rcd-snouJ:ed, prating wigs, not,** added 
he, “ however, that I say a mafc^raay not be a good 
man and have a red pose,*^ they imagined they 
knew more than a rqan jrho had held buckle ^nd 
tongue together ^cing the ^v^ind of the wprld for 
five dozen years.^ • 

He rode off in a fret, and galloped as hard as 
his horse Shaunbuie could powder away over the 
limestone. “ Damn it ! ” hiccupefl he, “ Lord 
pardon me for sw«;aring ! the brats had me in one 
thing — I never did see a fafi^y ; and >would give 
up five as good acres as ever grew apple-potatoes 
to get a glimpse of one — and, by ^le powers ! 
what is that ? ’* • < ^ 

He looked, and saw a gallant spcctatle. His 
road lay by a noble demesne, gracefully sprinkled 
with trees, not thickly planted as in a dark forest, 
but disposed, now in clumps of five or six, now 
standing singly, towering over the plain of verdure 
around them, as a beautiful jpromontory arising 
out of the sea. He had come right opposite the 
glory of the wood. It vas an oak; which in die 
oldest title..deeds of tlic county, and they were at 
leas^fivc hundred years old, was c^led the old oak 
of Ballinghassig. had hollowed its centre, 

but its massy boqglis still waved with their dark 
serrated foliage. The moon was shining on it 
bright. If 1 were a poet, like Mr. Wordsworth, I 
should tell you how the beautiful light was broken 
into a thousand different fragments -—and how it 
filled the entire tree if ith a glorious fK)od, bathing 
every partitular leaf, and* showing forth every 
particular bough ; but, as I^m not a poet, 1 shall 
go on with my story. ^By.this light Jack saw a 
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brilliant company of lovely IJttler forms dancing 
under ^the oak withVn unsteady and rolling mo- 
tion. The company was large. Some spread 
out^far beyond the farthest boundary of thcshadow<r 
of the oak's branches^ some were seen glancing 
through ithc flashes of light shining through its 
leaves — some were barely visible, nestling under 
the trunk— some no doubt were entirely con- 
cealed from h‘?s eyes. Never did man see any 
thing more beautiful. They w-ert Aot three inches 
in height, bCl they w?re white as the driven snow, 
and beyond number numberless. Jack threw 
the bridle over his horse’s neck, and drew' up to 
the low *;vall which bounded the demesne, and 
leaning over it, surveyed, with infinite delight, 
their diversified gambols. By looking long at 
them, he soon saw objects which"* had not struck 
him at first ; in particular that in the middle was 
a chief of superior steture, round whom the group 
appeared to move. lie gazeci so long that he 
was quite overcome with joy, an*d could not help 
shouting out, Bravo I Jittle fellow,” ' said he, 
“ well kicked and strong.” But the instant he 
uttered the words the night was darkened, and the 
fairies vanished with the^speed of lightning. * 

“ I wish,” said Jack, “ I had^held my tongue ; 
but no matter now. 1 shall ju^tt turn bridle about 
and go back to Ballybegmullinahone Castle, and 
beat the young Master Whaleys, fine reasoners 
as they.Jthink themselves, out of tlie field clean.” 

No soonei^said than don^; and Jack was back 
again as if upon the wings of the wind, o He napped 
flercelp^ at the door, a^d called aloud for the two 
collegians. . , 



FAIRIES OR NO FAIRIES. 69 

• 

“•Halloo!” said he, “ yojjng Flatcaps, come 
down now, if you dar6. Come»down, if you dare, 
and I sliaW give you <ic-oc-gcular demonstration of 
S:Jie truth of what I <was«saying.” 

Old Whaley *9ut his head, out of the window, 
and said, “ Jack Mulligan, w'hat brings you back 
so soon ? ” 

“ The fairies,” shouted Jack*; “ the fairies!” 

“ I am afraid,” muttered the Lone! of Ballybeg- 
mullinahone, “Itlie last glass you ttiok was too 
little watered: but, no imttter — c3me in and 
cool yourself o^cr a tumbler of punchy” 

He came in and sat down again at table. In 
great spirits he told his story how he fiad see^ 
thousands and tens of thousands of fairitfs dancing 
about the old oijk of Ballingllhssig ; he described 
their beautiful dresses of shining silver; their 
flat-crowned l^ats, glittering in the moonbeams; 
and the princely stature ai^l demeanour of the 
central figure. He added, Jhat he heard them 
singing, and playing the most enchanting music ; 
but this was merely imaginatiom The young 
men laughed, but Jack held his ground. “ Sup- 
pose,” said one of the lads, “ we join company 
with you on the roa^, aud ride along to the place, 
where you saw tkat fine company of fairies ? ” 

“ Done ! ” cried Jack ; “ but I will not promise 
that you will find them there, for 1 saw them 
scudding up in the sky like a flight of bees, and 
heard their wings whizzing through the air.” 
This, you know, was a bounce, for Jack had 
heard no sdich thing. • 

Off rode the three, and oame to the demesne of 
Oakwood. They arrived at the wall flanking the 
F 3 • 
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field where stood ^ie great oak f and the ih'oon, 
by this time, having agaih emerged from the. 
clouds, shone bright w'hcn Jack hkd passed. 

took there,” he cried, oxukingly ; for the sam^ 
spectaele again cagght his eyes,, and he pointed 
to it wit#i his Jiorsawhip; look, and deny if you 
can.” 

“ Why, ’ said one of the lads, pausing, “ true 
it is that we cfo see a company of white creatures ; 
but were tfitey fairies ten times *bver, I shall go 
among theAi and iie dismounted to climb over 
the wall. , 

“ Ah, Tomf Tom;” cried Jack, stop, man, 
{itopl \^iat are you doing? The fairies — the 
good peo|iie, I mean — hate to be meddled with. 
You will be pindi6d or blindecl; or your horse 
will cast its shoe; or — look! a wilful man will 
have his way. Oh ! I he is almost at the oak 
— God help him I fc^- he is p^t the help of man.” 

By this time Ton^was under the tree and burst 
out laughing. “ Jack,” said he, “ l^eep your 
prayers to yourself. Xour fairies are not bad at all . 
1 believe' they I'jrill make tolerably good catsup.” 

Catsup,” said Jack, who when he found. that 
the two lads (for the second had followed his bro- 
ther) were both laughing in the middle of the 
fairies, had dismounted and advanced slowly — 
“ What do you mean by catsup ?” . 

** Nothing,” replied Tom, " but that they are 
mushrooms (as indeed they were) ; and your 
Oberon is merely this overgrown puff-ball.” 

Poor Mulligan gave' a long whistle of amaze, 
ment, staggered backdto his horse without saying 
a woi^, ai^ rode home in a hard gallop, never 
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looking behind him. Manv a *long day was it 
before he ventured td face tha laughers at Bally- 
begmullidahone ; and to tfje day of his death the 
•people of the parish, ay^, and five parishes round, 
called him nothing but Mpsharoon Jaak, such 
beii^g their pronunciation of mushroom.* 

I should be sorry if all my fairy stories ended 
with so little dignity ; but — • ^ ‘ 

• o ** These our actor^^ 

As I foretold you, were all spirits,^ and 
Are melted into air — into thin air.” 



Thename Shefro (vario^^ly written SI . 

Siosb/ioj, SiosbnuSi &c.) by which^the foregoing lection is dis. 
tinguished, litcraHy signifies a fafl‘y house or mansion, and is adopted as^ 
a geycral name for the Klves who arC supilbsetl to live in troops or com. 
munitics, §nf! were poiiularl^ opposed to haw^ castles or mansions of 
their own. — Sec Stewards l^pular Superstitions qf the Highlands, 1S23. 
pp. 90, 01, &c. • 

Sia, sigh, sighf, sigheann, siabnra, siachaire, siogidh, arc Irish words, 
evidently springing from a^\:ommon Celtic root,< used to express a fairy 
yr goblin, and even a hag or witch. Thus we have the compounds 
Leannan-sighe, a familiar, from /^on}taa,apct,iiAl Siogh-dhraoidheachd, 
enchantment witl^ or by spirit. 

Sigh ghoithe or siaheanfi-guoithe, a whirlwind, is so termed because i( 
is said to be raided by the fairies. The close ofi day is called Sia, be- 
cause twilj(;ht, 

*^hat sweet hoVir, when day is almost closing,” 
il the tim<> wluyi the fairies arc most frequently seen. Again, Sigh is a 
hill or hillock, because the f|iries are believed to dwell within. Sidhe, 
sldheadh, and ^h, are names for a blast or blight, because it is supiioscd 
to proceed from the fairies. 

The term Shoges, i. e. Sigh oges (young or little Spirits), Fairies, is 
used in a curious poem priiitei^ under the name of " The Irish Hudi- 
bras,” 1689- pp. 23. and 81. j a copy of whiclf, entitled " The Fingallian 
Travesty,” is among the Sloare MSS., 'So. 900.* In the Third Part of 
O’ Flaherty’s Ogygia, it is related that St. Patrick and source of his fol. 
lowers, who were ch|,nting matins ^ide a fountain, were taken for 
** Sidhe, or fairies,” by some pag.-Jh ladies. 

**The Irish,” according to the Rev. James Holy’s translation of 
O’Flaherty, ** call these Sidhe, a€ria) spirits or phantoms, because^bey 
are seen to come out of pleasant hilU} whqrc the common |>eoplc ima- 
gine they reside, which fictitious habitations a(e called by us Sidhe or 
Siodha.** 

For a similar extended use of the German word Alp, Elf, &c. see 
Introductory Essay to the Grimms’ Irische Elfemn'drchen, pp. 55—82. 




• Hiat sottUli elf 

Who quaff* with swollen lips the ruby wine. 
Draining the cellar with as free a hand 
As if it were his purse which nc*er lack’d coin ; - 
And then, with feign’d contrition ruminates 
Upon his wasteful punks, and revelry. 

In some secluded deit or lonely grove. 

TlnseM by Twilight” — • 
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THE HAUNTED OELJ.AR. 

IX. 

There are fe^ people who have not heard of 
the Mac Carthies — one of the real oVi Irish 
families, with the true Milesidn blood rmining in 
tlieir veins, as thick as buttermilk. Many were 
the clans of this^ family in thcf south; as the Mac 
Carthy-more — and the Mac Carthy-reagh — and 
the Mac Cartliy of Muskerry ; and all of them 
were noted for their hospit^ity to strangers, 
gentle and simple. ^ 

But not one ol" that name, or of any other, ex- 
ceeded ' Justin Mac Carthy, of Ballinacarthy, at 
putting plenty to eat ami drink upon his table; 
anfUthere was a right hearty welcome for every 
one who would shai;e it.with him. Many a wine- 
cellar would be ashamed of the* name if that at 
Ballinacarthy was the proper pattern for one; 
large as that cellar was, it was crowded with bins 
of wine, and long rows of pipes, and hogsheads, 
and casks, that it would take more time to count 
than any sober man lould spare in tiuch a place, 
with plent;f to drink about him, and a hearty wel- 
come to do so. • 

There are many, no ^oubt, who will think that 
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the butler would hfve little to complain of in such 
a house; and the whole country round would 
have agreed with them, if a man could be found 
to remain as Mr. Miic .Carthy’s butler for anj 
length of time wortji speaking.:of ; yet not one 
who had been in his service gave him a bad 
Tvord. 

We have no fault,” they would say, “ to find 
with the masiter, and if he could but get any one 
to fetch hia'wine from the cellaV; we might every 
one of us have grown gray in the house, and have 
lived quiet and contented enough in his service 
until the eqd of our days.” 

Ti^ a queer" thing that, surely,” thought 
young Ja;*k Leary, a lad who had been brought 
up from a mere child in the stables of Ballina- 
carthy to assist in taking care ot the horses, and 
had occasionally lent a hand in the butler's pan- 
try : — 'tis a mighty queer thing, surely, that 
one man after another cannot content himself 
with the best place In the house of a goqd master, 
but that every one of ^them must quit, all through 
the means, as they say, of the wine-cellar. If 
the master, long life to him ! would but make me 
his butler^ I warrant nevpr tjie word more would 
be heard of grumbling at his bidding to go to the 
wine-cellar.” 

Young Leary accordingly watched for what he 
conceived to be a favourable opportunity of pre- 
senting .himself to the notice of his master. 

A few uiot^nings after* Mr. Mac Carthy went 
into his stable-yard rather earlier thafi usual, and 
called loudly for the gj^oom to saddle his horse, as 
he intended going out \yith the hounds. But 
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tliertt was no groom to answer, and young Jack 
Leary led Rainbow out of the® ^tablc. 

“ Whe«e is William?** enquired Mr. Mac 
farthy. • ^ 

“ Sir ? ” said ^J^ick ; and ^r. Mac Cqrthy re- 
peated the question. \ 

“ Is it William, please yoyr honour? ” returned 
Jack ; y why, then, to tell the ^ruth, lie had -just 
o?i€ drop too much last night.*’ ^ 

“ Where did he get it ? ” said Mr. Mac Carthy ; 

“ for since Thomas went away, the key of the 
wine-cellar has been in my pocket, and 1 have 
been obliged tolhtch what was dranl^niys'slf.” 

Sorrow a know I know,” sflid Leary unless - 
the cook might have given him the Ica^ taste in 
life of whiskey. But,” contintied he, performing 
a low bow by sefeing with his right liand a lock 
of hair, and pulling down his head by it, whilst 
his left leg, which had been put forward, was 
scraped back against the ground, “ may I make 
so bold as just to ^sk your hoifour one question ?” 

‘‘ Speak out. Jack,” said Mr, Map Carthy. 

“ Why, then, does your^tionour want a butler ?” 

“ Can you recommend me on#,” returned his 
master, with the smile of good-humour upon his 
countenance, aqd one who will not be afraid of 
going to my wine-cellar ? ” 

Is the wine-cellar all the matter ? ” said young 
Leary ; “ devil a doubt I have of myself then for 
that.^ 

‘‘ So you mean to affer me your .services in the 
capacity ofd>utler?” said Mr. Mac Carthy, with 
some surprise. 

“ Exactly so,” an8W|req Leary, now for the 
first time looking up from the ground . 
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" Well, I believe^you to be a good lad, and have 
no objection to giye you a trial.” 

** Long may your honour reign over us, and 
the Lord spare you ip us I ” ejaculated Leary^ 
wilh anojbher national bow, as hiij^ master rode off ; 
and he continued f/ir 'some time to gaze after him 
with a vacant stare, which slowly and gradually 
assumed a look of importance. 

“ Jack Lea^y,” said he at length, “ Jack — is it 
Jack ? ” in a tone of wonder ; “ <\atth, 'tis not Jack 
now, but Mr. Jolin,*the butler and with an air 
of becoming consequence he strided out of the 
stable>^ard towards the kitchen. 

It is cf little puiport to my story, although it 
Wiay afford an instructive lesson to the reader, to 
depict the sudden transition of nobody into some- 
body. Jack's former stable companion, a poor 
superannuated hound named Bran, who had been 
accustomed to receive many an affectionate pat on 
the head, was spurned from him with a kick and 
an “ Out of the wayj sirrah.” Intleed, poor Jack’s 
memory seen\pd sadly affected by this sudden 
change of situation. 'What established the point 
beyond all doubt was his almost fbrgetting^ the 
pretty fate of Peg^, the kitchen wench, whose 
heart he had assailed but the preceding week 
by the offer of purchasing a gold ring for the 
fourth finger of her right hand, and a lusty im- 
print of good-will upon her lips. 

Whep Mr. Mac Carthy returned from hunting, 
he sent for Jack Leary-r-so he still continued to 
call his new butler. <^>Jack,” said hep^^ 1 believe 
you are a trustworthy lad, and here are the keys 
of my cellar. 1 have ,a8k;ed the gentlemen with 
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whom I hunted, to-day to diype with me, and I 
hope they may be satisfied at (he way in which 
you will wait on them fit table ; but above all, let 
there be no want of after dinner.” ^ 

Mr. John havii^ a tolerably quick eye such 
things, and being naturally ,|i '^andy lad, spread 
his cloth accordingly, laid h^s plates and knives 
and forks in the same manner he had seen ‘his 
predecessors in office perform thel^e mysteries, 
and really, for tbe^first time, got through attend- 
ance on dinner very well. * 

•It must not be forgotten, however, that it was 
at the house of an Irish country squirp* who was 
entertaining a company of bodted and spurred^ 
fox-hunters, not very particular about what are 
considered matters of infinite importance under 
other circumstances and in other societies. 

For instance, few of Mr. Mac Carthy's guests, 
(though all excellent and Mtorlhy men in tlieir 
way,) cared much \^iether the punch produced 
after soup was ma'tie of Jamaica or Antigua rum ; 
some even*" would not ha^o been inc^ned to ques- 
tion the correctness of good old Irish whiskey ; and, 
with ^le exception of their liber^ host himself, 
every one in company preferred the port which 
Mr. Mac Carthy ppt on his table to the less ardent 
flavour of claret, — a choice rather at variance 
with* modern sentiment. 

It was waxing near midnight, when Mr. Mac 
Carthy rang the bell three times. This^was a 
signal for more wine ;^d Jack proceeded to the 
ceUar to precure a fresh sapply, but' it must be 
confessed not without some^ttie hesitation. 

The luxury of ice wq^* tben unknown in the 
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south of Ireland ; but tlie superiority of coobwine 
bad been acknowledged b 3 »all men of sound judg- 
ment and true taste. , » 

^The grandfather of IN^r. IVfac Carthy, who had 
built mansion of Ballinacarthy upon the site 
of an old castle wbidi had belonged to his ances- 
tors, was fully aware. of this important fact ; and 
in the construction of his magnificent wine-cellar 
had availed liimself of a deep vault, excavated 
out of the*6olid rock in forme# times as a place 
of retreat and security. The descent to this vault 
was by a flight of steep stone stairs, and here arid 
there in tK^ wall were narrow passages — I ought 
rather fp'call theih crevices; and also certain pro- 
jections, .'diich cast deep shadows, and looked very 
frightful when any one went down the cellar stairs 
with a single light : indeed, two lights did not 
much improve the matter, for though the breadth 
of the shadows boca^ne less, the narrow crevices 
rempped as dark and darkei'’ than ever. 

^irtpmoning up all his resolution, down went 
Uie new butler, bearing in Jiis right hand a lantern 
and the key of the ceili?r, and in his left a basket, 
which he considered sufficiently capacious to con- 
tain an -adequate stock for the remainder of the 
evening : he arrived at tlie cloor without any in- 
terruption 'whatever ; but Wfieirhe put the key, 
which was of an ancient and clumsy kind — for it 
was before the days of Bramah’s patent, — and 
tumedtit in the lock, he thought he beard a strange 
kind oflaugliing within the^cellar, to which some 
enl|pity bottles that stood ^«pon the ftoor outside 
vilwated'so violentlxvthat they struck agauist 
each other : in this ha Cbuld not be mistaken, 
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though he may Jhave been deceived in the laugh, 
for the bottles were just at hisifeet, and he saw 
them in ntotion. , ^ 

, Leary paused for«a nv)ment, and looked abgut 
him with becoQiing cauti^. He then •boldly 
seized the handle of the key, and turned it with 
all Ms strength in the lock^.as if he doubted his 
own power of doing so ; and the door flew bpen 
with a most, tremendous crash, that* if the house 
had not been bitilt upon the solid ^ock, would 
have shook it from the foundation. 

• To recount what the poor fellow sa\v would be 
impossible, for lie seems not to knowyery^clearly 
himself : but what he told the co*ok the next morn-, 
ing was, that he heard a roaring and bellowing like 
a mad bull, and that all the pipes and hogsheads 
and casks in the* cellar went rocking backwards 
and forwards with so much force, that he thought 
every one would have been istftt'ed in, and^rlhat 
he should have beSn drowned or smother*!^ in 
wine. * * 

Wheii Leary recovered, J^e madewhis way back 
as well as he could to the dining-room, where he 
founcj^his master and the companyVeryimpatient 
for his return. . , 

‘‘ What kept you ? said Mr. Mac Carthy in an 
angry voice ; “ and where is the wine ? I rung 
for it half an hour since.” 

The wine is in the cellar, I hope, sir,” said 
Jack, trembling violently ; “I hope ’tis not all 
lost.” 

What do you mean, fbol?” exclaimed Mr. 
Mac- Carthy in a still morew angry tone: ‘‘ why 
did you not fetch some iirith>you ? ” 
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Jack looked wilcQjr about him, and only uttered 
a deep groan. J • 

** Gentlemen/’ said Mr. Mac Carthy to his 
guests, this is too much. When I next see yqu 
to dinner^ 1 hope it will be in ai^ther house, for 
it is impossible 1 can remain longer in this, where 
a man has no command over his own wine-cellar, 
and cannot get a butler to do his duty. I have 
long thought of moving from Ballinacarthy ; and I 
am now determined, with the l^essing of God, to 
leave it to-morrow; But wine shall you have, 
were I t(j go myself to the cellar for it.” So 
sayings he . rose from table, took the key and 
lantern from his naif stupified servant, who re- 
garded hkn with a look of vacancy, and descended 
the narrow stairs, ctlready described, which led to 
his cellar. 

When he arrived at the door, which he found 
open, he thought ho* heard a noise, as if of rats 
or mice scrambling over the casks, and on ad- 
vancing perceived a little figure, about six inches 
in height, seated astj*ide upon the pipe of the 
oldest port in tlic placet and bearing a spigot upon 
his shoulder. Raising the lantern, Mr. Mac (Jgrthy 
contemplated the littlq fellow with wonder : he 
wore a red nightcap on his Jiead ; before him 
was a short leather apron, which now, from his 
attitude, fell rather on one side; and he had 
stockings of a light blue colour, so long as nearly 
to cover the entire of his legs ; with shoes, having 
huge silvei^ buckles in theifi, and with high heels 
(perhaps out of vanity to make him appear taller). 
His face was like a^withered winter apple ; and 
bis nose, which was <of a bright crimson colour, 
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about the tip wore a delicate^ purple bloom, like 
that of a plum : yet his eyes twinkled 

« yk6 tJiosG imtes 

Of candied dew in moony nif^hts — 

and his mouth twitched un at one side with an 
arch grin. , • 

“ Ha, scoundrel ! ” exclaimed Mr! Mac Carthy, 
‘‘have I found jaoti at last? disturber iOf my cellar 
— what are you doing there ?” 

• “ Sure, and master,” returned the little fellow, 
looking up at him with one eye, with the 
other throwing a sly glance tflwards the spigot 
on his shoulder, “ a'n’ t we going to mo^ to-mor- 
row ? and sure you would not leave your own 
little Cluricaune*Naggeneen behind you ? 

“ Oh I” thought Mr. Mac Carthy, “ if you are 
to.follow me, master Naggen(ken^ I don’t see much 
use in quitting Ball inacar thy.” So filling with 
wine the basket ^hich young*Leary in his fright 
had left behind him, ancUlocking tl^' cellar door, 
he rejoined his guests. ^ 

For some years after Mr. Mac Cafthy had always 
to fetch the wine for his t^ible himself, as the little 
Cluricaune Naggqneen seemed to feel a personal 
respect towards him. Notwithstanding the la- 
bour of these journeys, the worthy lord of Bal- 
linacarthy lived in his paternal mansion to a good 
round age, and was famous to the last for the 
excellence of his win0, and the conviviality of his 
company ; but at tlie time of his death, that same 
conviviality had nearly em])tied his wine-cellar ; 
and as it was never sc^w^l filled again, nor so 
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often visited, the r^els of mastev Naggeneen be- 
came less celebrated, and are now only spoken of 
amongst the legendary lora of the country. It is 
even said that the poor littlos fellow took the de- 
clension, of the cellarcso to hearty that he became 
negligent and caretess of himself, and that he has 
been sometimes seen going about with hardly a 
skreTed to cover lum. 

Some, however, believe that he turned brogue 
‘maker, ancTrassert that they ha^cf seen him at his 
work, and heard him whistling as merry as a 
blackbird pn a May morning, undpr the shadow 6f 
a brown jug of foaming ale bigger — aye bigger 
than himself ; decently dressed enough, they say; 
— only looking mighty old. But still ^t is clear 
he has his wits abbut him, since no one ever had 
the luck to catch him, or to get hold of the purse 
he has with him, which they call na-skillimxgh^ 

and 't said is never ^without a shilling in it. 
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Billy Mac Daniel was once^is likely a y5ung 
man as ever shook his brogue at a patron^ emptied 
a quart, or han&ltsd a shillelagh : feofing for no- 
thing but the want of drink ; caring for nothing 
but who should pay for it ; and thinking^of nothing 
bht how to make fun over it : drunk or sober, 
a word and a blow was ever {lie way with Billy^ 
Mac Daniel ; and a mighty easy way it iff of either 
getting into or ending a dis|fute. More is the 
pity that, througli the means of his drinking, and 
fearing, and caring for ^nothing,. this same Billy 
Mac Daniel fell into bad conffpany ; for surely the 
good people are, the worst qf all company any 
one coul4 come across. 

It so happened that Billy was going home one 
clear frosty night not long after ^hristmas ; the 
moon was round and bright ; but although it was 
as fine a night as l^eart could wish for, he felt 
pinched with the cold. ‘‘ By my word,” chat- 
tered Billy, a drop of good liquor would be no 
bad thing to keep a man’s soul from freezing 
in him ; and I wish 1 had a full measure of the 
best.” • 

Never wish it twice, Billy,” saidTa little man 
in a three%:ornered hat, liound all about with 
gold lace, and with great •silver buckles in his 
shoes, so big that it wq^ a«wonder how he could 
o 5* ^ 
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carry them, and.lf^ held out a' glass as big as 
himself, filled with as good liquor as ever eye 
looked on or lip tasted. * ** 

Success, my little felldW,” said Billy Mifc 
Daniel, 'nothing dauifted, though^ well he knew the 
little man to belod^ to the ffood people; “ h^re 's 
your health, any way, and thank you kindly ; no 
matter who pays *for the drink and he took the 
glass and grained it to the verj^ bottom, without 
ever taking* a second breath to it. 

Success,” said the little man ; and you *re 
heartily welcome, Billy; but dorv’t think to cheat 
me as yoit have, done others, — out with your 
'purse and pay me like a gentleman.” 

« Is if“I pay you?” said Billy: ‘‘ could I not 
just take you up and put you Jn my pocket as 
easily as a blackberry ? ” 

“ Billy Mac Daniel,” said the little man, getting 
very angry, « you shall be iny servant for seven 
years and a day, and that is the way I will be 
paid ; so make ready to follow me.” 

When Billy heard* this, he began to be very 
sorry for having used*such bold words toward 
the little man ; and he felt himself yet couH not 
tell how, obliged to follow the little man the live- 
long night about the country, Ap and down, and 
over hedge and ditch, and through bog and brake, 
without any rest. 

Wlien morning began to dawn, the little man 
turnedr round to him and ^id, You may now 
go home, iSilly, but on your peril don*t i&il to 
meet me in the Fort-^ela to-night; hr if you do, 
it may be the worse ^or you in the long run. If 
1 find you a good sj^rvunt, yoii will find me ah 
indulgent master.’c 
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Home went Billy Mac Daniel ; and though he 
was tired and weary enough^ never a wink of 
sleep coukl he get for thii^ing of the little man ; 
but he was afraid n«t ta do his bidding, so up^he 
got in the evening, and awqy he went to tlys Fort- 
field. He was not long these before the little 
man came towards him and said, ‘‘ Billy, I want 
to go a long journey to-night^ so saddle one of 
my horses, and you may saddle andther for your- 
self, as you artf tt) go along with me^*and may be 
tired after your walk last night/' 

* Billy thought this very considerate of his 
master, and thanked him accordingjiy : But,” 
said he, “ if I may be so bold, sir, I would ask 
which is the way to your stable, for never a thing 
do I see but the fort here, and the old thorn-tree 
in the corner of* the field, and the stream running 
at the bottom of the hill, with the bit of bog over 
against us.” • 

“ Ask no questions, Billy,” said the little man, 
“ but go over to that bit of bog, and bring me 
two of the strongest rushes you ca^i find.” 

Billy did accordingly, \vondering what the little 
mai^ would be at; and he pickeef out two of the 
stoutest rushes he qpul4 find, with a little bunch 
of brown blossom stuck at the side of each, and 
brought them back to his master. 

<< Get up, Billy,” said the little man, taking one 
of the rushes from him and striding across it. 

“ Where will I get up, please your hopour?” 
said Billy. • . • 

« Why, fipon horseback, like me, to be sure,” 
said the little man. 

** Is it after making^a i^l of me you ’d be,” 

G 4f 
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said Billy, biddiiig me get a horse>back upon 
that bit of a rush 1 May be you want to persuade 
me that the rush I gulled but while «go out of 
thp bog over there is a horse*? ” # 

Upd up ! and nc^ words,” said the little man, 
looking very vexed ; the best horse you ever 
rode was but a fool tc it.” So Billy, thinking all 
this*was in joke,«and fearing to vex his master, 
straddled across the rush : ** Borram ! Borram I 
Borram !” dried the little man tlh’fee times (which, 
in English, means to become great), and Bill^ 
did the s^me after him: presejitly the rushes 
swelled up* into fine horses, and away they went 
/ull speed ; but Billy, who had put the rush be- 
tween hh> legs, without much minding how he did 
it, found himself Sitting on horseback the wrong 
way, which was rather awkward, with his face 
to the horse’s tail ; and so quickly had his steed 
started off with hiAi, that he had no power to 
turn round, and the^re was therefore nothing for 
it but to hold on by the tail. , 

At last they came,to»tlieir journey’s end, and 
stopped at the gate of a fine house : Now, 
Billy,” said the little man, do as you see n>e do, 
and follow me close; biut you did not know 
your horse’s head from his tail, mind that your 
own head does not spin round until you can’t tell 
whether you are standing on it or oi^ your heels : 
for remember that old liquor, though able to 
make a cat speak, can make a man dumb.” 

The littlb man then saiA some aueer kind of 
words, out of which Billy could maife no mean- 
ing ; but he contrived to say them after him for 
all that; and in they both went through the 
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ke^^-hole of the«door, and through one key-hole 
after another, until they got in(o the wine-cellar, 
which waft well stored with all kinds of wine. 

^ The little man fell tp drinking as hard as he 
could, and Billy noway disliking the cpc^mple, 
did tlie same. “ The best qf masters are you 
surely,” said Billy to him y « no matter who is 
the next ; and well pleased will 1 be with your 
service if you continue to give me plenty to 
drink.” • • •• 

“ I have made no bargain with you,” said the 
Ihtlc man, and will make none ; but up and 
follow me.” Away they went, througli key-hole 
after key-hole ; and each mourfting upon the rush 
which he had left at the hall door, scaiRpered oflv 
kicking the clouds before them like snow-balls, as 
soon as the wortls, Borram, Borram, Borram,** 
had passed their lips. 

When they came back t# the Fort-field, the 
little man dismissed Billy, bidding him to be 
there the next night at the s&ie hour. Thus did 
they go on, night after night, shaping their course 
one night here, and another night were — some- 
timq|s north, and sometimes east,*and sometimes 
south, until there was jnot a gentleman’s wine- 
cellar in all Ireland they hacf not visited, and 
could tell the flavour of every wine in it as well 
— aye, better than the butler himself. 

One ni^t when Billy Mac Daniel met the 
little man as usual in the Fort-field, qpd was 
going to the bog td fetch the horses for their 
journey, h%i master said to him, << Billy, I shall 
want andther horse to-nlgi4|t> for may be we may 
bring back more comply ^^ith us than we take.” 
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So Billy, who now knew better than to ^question 
anjr order given tf nim by .his master, brought a 
third rush, much wondering who it might be that 
would travel back in flieir cojnpany, and whethq^ 
he* wap about to haje a fellow^servant. “ If I 
have,”^ thought Bijfy, " he shall go and fetch the 
horses from the bog qvery night ; for 1 don’t see 
why. I am not, evfry inch of me, as good a gen- 
tleman as my* master.” 

• Well, away they went, Billy 4euding the third 
horse, and never stopped until they came to a 
snug farmer’s house in the county Limerick, clo^ 
under thef ^old castle of Carrigog*unniel, that was 
built, they say, by* the great Brian Boru. Within 
the hous^ there was great carousing going for* 
ward, and the little«nan stopped outside for some 
time to listen ; then turning round all of a sudden, 
said, Billy, I will be a thousand years old to- 
morrow I ” • 

God bless us, sir,” said Billy, “ will you I ” , 
" Don’t say thes6 words agaid, Billy,” said the 
little man, ‘‘ or you wilj be my ruin' Yor ever. 
Now, Billy, as I will a thousand years in the 
world to-morrcAv, I think it is full time for lye to 
get married.” 

I think so too, without &y Jciqd of doubt at 
all,” said Billy, « if ever you mean to marry.” 

And to that purpose,” said the little man, 
<< have I come all the way to Carrigogunniel ; for 
in this, house, this very night, is young Darby 
Biley going* to be married* to Bridget Rooney ; 
and as she is a tall and«comely girl, and has come 
of decent people, 1 tlunk of marrying her myselfi 
and takbg her off wi^l 
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And what Will Darby Riley say to tliat ? 
said Billy. • » 

Silen<*e I ” said the little man^ putting on a 
mighty severe look! ‘‘i did not bring you here 
with me to ask i^uestions ;’*»and without •holding 
further argument, he began •saying the queer 
words, which had the power of passing him 
through the key-hole as freo as air, and \^ich 
Billy thought himself mighty clever to be able to 
say after him. * * . •* 

In they both went ; and for the better viewing 
tne company, the little man perched Jiimsclf up 
as nimbly as a cock-sparrow upon one of the big 
beams which went across the house over all theii; 
heads, and Billy did the same upon anotHer facing 
him ; but not being much accustomed to roosting 
in such a place, nis legs hung down as untidy as 
may be, and it was quite clear he had not tsdeen 
pattern after the way in whiCh the little man had 
bundled himself .up together^ If the little man 
had bcey.a tailor all his life, he could not have 
sat more contentedly upoiv his haunches. 

There they were, both master and man, looking 
dow« upon the fun that was goiifg* forward — and 
under them were the priest and piper — ^ and the 
father of Darbv Riley, with Darby’s two brothers 
and his uncle’s son — and there were both the 
father and the mother of Bridget Rooney, and 
proud enough the old couple were that night of 
their daughter, as good right they had — and her 
four sisters with bran new ribands iif their caps, 
and her thfee brothers airiooking as clean and 
as clever as any three bhys in Munster •— and 
there were uncles and aunts, hnd gossips and 
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cousins enough besides to make a full house of it 
— and plenty wai there to«eat and drink on the 
table for every one gf them, if they*had been 
doiible the number. • • • 

Now dt happened^ just as Mrs. Rooney had 
helped his reverence to the first cut of the pig’s 
head which was plaoed before her, beautifully 
bolstered up with white savoys, that the bride 
gaye a sneeie which made every one at table 
start, but nbt. a soul said ^‘Goft*bless us.” All 
thinking that the priest would have done so, as 
he ought if he had done his dutyi no one wishe*d 
to take the*word out of his mouth, which unfor- 
tunately was pre- occupied with pig’s head and 
greens. *And after a moment’s pause, the fun 
and merriment of the bridal feast went on without 
the pious benediction. 

Of this circumstance both Billy and his master 
were no inattentive Spectators from their exalted 
stations. Ha I exclaimed ^the little man, 
throwing one leg from under him with^a joyous 
flourish, and his eye* twinkled with a strange 
light, whilst his eyebrows became elevated into 
the curvature ot* Gothic arches — ‘‘ Ha 1 ” said he, 
leering down at the bride, aud then up at Billy, 
« I have half of her now, surely* Let her sneeze 
but twice more, and she is mine, in spite of priest, 
mass-book and Darby Riley.” 

Again the fair Bridget sneezed ; but it was so 
gently, tand she blushed so much, diat few except 
the little pifln took, or seemed to take, any no- 
tice ; and no one thought of saying ^ God bless 
us. # 

Billy all this time segarded the poor girl with 
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a most rueful expression of countenance ; for he 
could not help thinking what a terrible thing it 
was for a nice young girl qf nineteen, with large 
blue eyes, transparent skin, and dimpled cheeks, 
suffused with health and joy, to be obliged to 
marry an ugly little bit of <a man who was a 
thousand years old, barring«a day. 

At this critical moment the bride gave a fhird 
sneeze, and Billy roared out with Ml his might, 
God save us !*’* Wliether this excMmation re- 
sulted frpm his soliloquy, or from the mere force 
of habit, he never could tell exactly hyfuself ; but 
no sooner was it uttered, than the little man, his 
face glowing with rage and disappointment* 
sprung from the beam on which he had^ perched 
himself, and shrieking out in ftic shrill voice of a 
cracked bagpipe*, “ I discharge you my service, 
Billy Mac Daniel — take that for your wages,” 
gave poor Billy a most furiods kick in the back, 
which sent his unfortunate^ servant sprawding 
upon his /^ce and hands right in the middle of 
the supper table. • • • 

If Billy was astonished, how ^ much more so 
was pvery one of the company iftto which he was 
thrown with so littlq ceremony ; but when they 
heard his Storys Father Cooney laid down his 
knife and fork, and married the young couple out 
of hand with all speed ; and Billy Mac Daniel 
danced the Rinka at their wedding, and plenty 
did he drink at it too^ which was what he thought 
more of than dancing. 
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XI, 

“ Npw tell me, Moll^,” said Mr. Coote to Molly 
Cogan, as m^^t her on the road one day, 
close to onje of the old gateway^ ^of Kilmallock, ^ 
“ did you ever hear of the Cluricaune ? ” 

“ Is it the Cluricaune ? why, then, sure I di,d, 
often and often ; many^s the time I heard my 
father, rest' his soul I tell about 'em.” 

But did you ever see one, Molly, yourself ? ” 
“ OcIm no, I ne^er see one in my life ; but my 
grandfather, that’s my father’s i^ther, you know, 
he see one, one time, and caught him too,” 

“ Caught him I Oh I Molly, tell me how ?” 

Why, then, I ’if tell yoij. My grandfather, 
you see, was out there above in, the bog, drawing 
home turf, and the poor old mare was.tired after 
her day’s work, and the^'old man went out to the 
stable to look , after hOr, and to see if she was 
eating her hay ;*and when he came to the stable 
door there, my dear, he heard something ham- 
mering, hammering, hammering, just for all the 
world like a shoemaker making a shoe, and 
whistling all the time the prettiest tune he ever 
heard in his whole life before. Well, my grand- 
father, *he tjiought it was tl\e Cluricaune, and he 
said to himself, says he, « I’ll catch you, if I can, 

1 ** Kilmallock scemedUo nic like the court of the Queen 
of Silence.**— Jiectdffcliont, 
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and ‘then I '11 liave money enough always.’ So 
he opened the door very quietly, and didn’t make 
a bit of noise in the world ^that ever was heard ; 
and looked all about, but the never a bit of l^c 
little man he could see any where, but he . heard 
him hammering and whistling, and so he looked 
and*looked, till at last hett^ee the little fellow; 
and where was he, do you think, but in the girth 
under the mare ; and there he was With his little 
bit of an apron him, and hamme;* ^ his hand, 
and a little red nightcap on his head, and he 
n)aking a shoe;^ and he was so busy with his 
work, and he was hammering and whistling so 
loud, that he never minded my ’grandfather till hc^ 
caught him fast in his hand. ‘ Faith, Miave you 
now,' says he, ‘ and I'll never 4et you go till 1 get 
your purse — thftt’s what I won’t ; so give it here 
to me at once, now.’ — ‘ Stop, stop,^ says the 
Cluricaune, ‘ stop, stop,’ say^he, ‘ till I get it for 
you.' So my granBfather, like a fool, you see, 
* opened his hand a little, and the little fellow 
jumped away laughing, •aqd he n^ver saw him 
any more, and the never (he bit of the purse did 
he g^t, only the Cluricaune left his little shoe that 
he was making ; aiyl iqy^ grandfather was mad 
enough angry with himself for letting him go ; but 
he had the shoe all his life, and my own mother 
told me she often see it, and had it in her hand, 
and 'twas the prettiest little shoe she ever saw.” 

“ And did you see it yourself, Molly ?*i 

“ Oh I no, my deA*, it was lost fcng afore I 
was born : 4^ut my mother'told me about it often 
and often enough.” 



The nudn point of distinction between the Cluricaune and the 
Sheflro, arbet from the sottish «id solitary habits of the former, 
who are rarely found in tr<^ps or communitier. 

The Cluricaune of the^oounty of Cork, the Luricaune of Kerry, and 
the Lurigadaune of Tipperary, appeal; to be the sam,"! as the Lepre* 
chan or Leprochaune of LeiAster, and the Loghery-man of Ulster ; 
and these words are probably all pVovinaalisms of fhc 

Irish for arpigmy. , ■ 

It is possible, and is im some measure borne out by the text of one 
of the preceding stories [IX.]. that the word Ituicharman is merely an 
Anglo-Irish induction, compounded of luACAfft (a rush), and the 
English word, — A rushy man,— that may be, a man of the 
height of a rush, or a being who dwelt among rushes, t. e, unfrequented 
or boggy places: *’ 

The following dialogue is said to hare taken place in an Irish court of 
justice, upon the witness having used the word Leprochaune : — *' 

CovrS.— Fray what is a leprochaune? the Idw knows no such cha< 
racter or designation. « 

Ifibitfst.— My Lord, it is a little counsellor man in the fairies, or 
an attorney vhat rolM them all, and he always carries a purse that is full 
» of money, and if you see i^im and keep your eyes on him, and that you 
never turn them aside, he cannot get away, pnd if you catcCi Itim he 
gives you the purse to let him go, Mjthcn you ’re as rich as a Jew. 

CovrS. M-JOid you ever know Ipr^y one that caught a Lepro. 
chaune? I wish I could ca^h one. 

IWfiicsa — Yes, my Lordr there wasoqe — 

jCourt* —That will da ^ ^ 

With respect to *• money matters,** there appears te J)e a strong rc-* 
Ambiance betweei\ the aiicicpt Koman Incubus and the Irish ClurU 
'^une.— ** Sed quoraodo dicunt. ego nihil scio, sed audivi, quomodo 
incuboni pileum rapeta^et ct thelaurum invenit,” arc the words of Pc- 
tronius.-SL See, for further arguments in support of the identity of the 
two spirits, the Sibthers Grimm*( £ss» on the Nature of the Elves, 
prefixed to their translation of this work, ut\d .;r the head of ,** Ancient 
Testimonies.** 

** Old German and Northern poems contain numerous accounts of 
the skill of the dwarfs in curious 8mith*8 work.'*—*' The Irish Cluri. 
caune is heard hammering ; he is particularly fond of making shoes, 
but thesc!^were in ancient times made of metal (in the old northern 
language a shoi^aker is called tL9hoe-vmUh ) ; and, singularly enough, 
the wights in a German tradition manifest the same propensity; for, 
whatever work the shoe-makM has been able to cut. out in the day, 
they finish with incredible qxtjfknen during the night.** 

^ Tub Bbotheim Grimm. 




Who sitf tipon the heath fbriom. 

With robe so flee and tresses torn ? 

Anon sl^ pours ^ harrowing stridn. 

And then'-— she sits all mute again !•— 

Now peats the wild flinereal cry — 

And now— it sinks Into a sigh.*' 

d>UBAWf^ 
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XIL 

The Reverend* Charles Bun worth was rector of 
Buttevant, in the county of Cork, about the middle 
(Tf the last century. He was a man of unaffected 
piety, and of sdund learning; pure IgT heart, and 
benevolent in intention. By flie rich he was re- 
spected, and by the poor beloved ; no«»did a dif- 
ference of creed prevent theirdooking up to “ the, 
minister ** (so was Mr. Bunworth called by them) 
in matters of difficulty and in seasons of distress, 
confident of receiving from 4iim the advice and 
assistance that a father would afford to his ch^- 
dren. He was'ffie friend and the benefactor of 
the surroiinding country to him, fpm the neigh- 
bouring town of Newma^et, came both Curran 
and Yelverton for advice and instruction, previous 
to their entrance at Dublin College. Young, in- 
digent and inexperienced, these ^erwards emi- 
nent men received from him, in addition to the 
advice they sought, pecuniary aid ; and the bril- 
liant career which was theirs, justified the dis- 
crimination of the giver. , 

But what extended the fame of Ma Bunworth 
far beyond ^he limits of the parishes adjacent to 
his own, was his performaoge on the Irish harp, 
and his hospitable reception and entertainment of 
•h 2 
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the poor harpers, who travelled from house to 
house about the‘ country^ Grateful to their 
patron, these itinerant minstrels sang liis praises 
to ‘the tingling accompaniment of their harps, in- 
voking hi return for his bounty abundant bless- 
ings on his white head, and celebrating in their 
rude^ verses the bloommg charms of his daughters, 
Elizabeth and Mary. It was all these poor fel- 
lows could ^o; but who can doubt that their 
gratitude was sincere, when, at the time of Mr. 
Bunworth’s death, no less than fifteen harps were 
deposited /in the loft of his granary, bequeathed 
to him by the last members of a race which has 
now ceased to exist. Trifling, no doubt, in in- 
trinsic v^iue were these relics, yet there is some- 
thing in gifts of thd heart that merits preservation ; 
and it is to be regretted that, when he died, these 
harps were broken up one after the other, and used 
as fire-wood by an ignorant follower of the family, 
#ho, on their renioval to Cork^ for a temporary 
change of scene, was left in charge of t^e house. 

The circumstances^ attending, the death of Mr. 
Bunworth may be doubted by some ; but there 
are still living 'credible witnesses who declare 
their authenticity, and wha can be produced to 
attest most, if not all of the following particulars. 

About a week previous to his dissolution, and 
early in the evening, a noise was heard at the 
hall-door resembling the shearing of sheep ; but 
at tlie^time no particular attention was paid to it. 
It was nesSiy eleven o'clock the same night, when 
Kayanagh, the herdsman, returned i/om Mallow, 
whither he had becfii sent in the afternoon for 
some medicine, and wa^ observed by Miss Bun- 
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worth, to whoift he delivered the parcel, to be 
much agitated. At *this tim6, it must be ob- 
served, hdk: father waft by »o means ‘considered in 
danger. ' • • 

What is th^ matter, K^vanagh ?*’ asked Miss 
Bunworth : but the poor felloH^ with a bewildered 
look, only uttered, “ The master, Miss — the 
master — he is going from us^*' and, overcome 
with real grief, ^he burst into a flood of tears. 

Miss Bunwortf), who was a woman of strong 
i^erve, enquired if any thing he had learned in 
Mallow induced him to suppose that ^her .father 
was worse. • 

No, Miss,'* said Kavanagh ; << it was not in 

Mallow *’ ^ 

Kavanagh,**^ said Miss Btmworth, with that 
stateliness of manner for which she is said to have 
been remarkable, “ I fear you have been drink- 
ing, which, 1 must s^ay, I did^ot expect at such a 
time as the present, when it was your dut^ to 
have kept yourself sober; — 1 thought you might 
have been trusted : — wliat should we nave done 
if you had broken the medicine bpttle, or lost it ? 
for 4he doctor said it was of the greatest con- 
sequence that your master should take the medi- 
cine to-night. But I will speak to you in the 
morning, when you are in a fitter state to under- 
stand what I say.” 

Kavanagh looked up with a stupidity of aspect 
which did not serve to remove the impression of 
his being drunk, as his eyes appearecl heavy and 
dull after ftie flood of tears ; — but his voice was 
not that of an intoxicated^erson. 

Miss,” said he, as 1 hope to receive mercy 
H 3 
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hereafter, neither hit nor sup has 'passed my lips 

since I left this holise: butihe master ” 

“ Speak softly,** said Miss BunwoVth ; “ he 
sleeps, and is going on a4‘ wefi as we could ex^- 
pect.** • « '' 

« Praise be to Gtod for that, any way,** replied 
Kavanagh; but oh !' Miss, he is going from us 
surely — we will lose him — the master — we will 
lose him, we will lose him!** ayc^ he wrung his 
hands together. 

‘‘ What is it you mean, Kavanagh ? ** asked 
Miss Bunw^rth. r 

“ Is it m6)an?** s^id Kavanagh : ‘‘ the Banshee 
has come for him. Miss; and *tis not 1 alone who 
have hearS her.** 

‘‘ *Tis an idle superstition,** $aid Miss Bun- 
worth. 

“ May be so,** replied Kavanagh, as if tlie 
words ‘ idle superstition * only sounded upon his 
ear without reaching his mind— May be so,** he 
continued ; ** but as 1 came through the glen of 
Ballybeg, she was alon^' with me keening, and 
screeching, an^ clapping her hands, by my side, 
every step of the way, with her long white 4)air 
falling about her shoulders, and I could hear her 
repeat the master’s name every how and then, as 
plain as ever I heard it. When I came to the 
old abbey, she parted from me there, and turned 
into the pigeon*field next the berrin ground, and 
folding her cloak about her, ^ down she sat under 
the tree that was struck by the lightning, and 
began keening so bitterly, that it we&t through 
one’s heart to hear it.*^ 

Kavanagh,” said Miso Bunworth, who bad, 
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hovrever, listened attentively to this remarkable 
relation, my father* is, 1 believ,e, better ; and I 
hope wilHiimself soon be and able to convince 
ypu that all this but your own fancy ; ne\ier- 
theless, 1 charge you not^o mention wl^t you 
have told me, for there is no accasion to frighten 
your fellow -servants with the story.” 

Mr. Bunworth gradually dealined ; but nothing 
particular occurred until the night previous to 
his death : thhtf night both his daughters, ex- 
hausted with continued attendance and watching, 
were prevailed upon to seek some repose ; and 
an elderly lady* a near relative and friend of the 
family, remained by the bedside of their fathei^ 
The old gentleman then lay in the parleur, where 
he had been in the morning temoved at his own 
request, fancying the change would afford him 
relief ; and the head of his bed was placed close 
to the window. In a rooifl adjoining sat some 
male friends, apd,*as usual pn like occasions of 
illness, ig the kitchen many of the followers of 
the family had assembled. » 

The night was serene and moonlight — the sick 
maa slept — and nothing brol%*the stillness of 
their melancholy watcli^ when the little party in 
the room adjoining the parlour, the door of which 
stood open, was suddenly roused by a sound at 
the window ne'ar the beu : a rose-tree grew out- 
side the window, so close as to touch the glass ; 
this was forced aside with some noise, and a low 
moaning was heard,* accompanied hf clapping of 
hands, as^if of a female in deep afiliction. It 
seemed as if the sound p'hoceeded from a person 
holding her mouUi c]pse«to the window. The 
H 4 
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lady who sat by the bedside of Mr. Bunwbrth 
went into the adjobing roofn, and in the tone of 
alarm, enquired of the^ gentlemen thefe, if they 
had heard the Banshee? l^ccptical of supes^- 
naturahi^pearances, ttiro of them rose hastily and 
went out to discover the cause of these sounds, 
which they also had distinctly heard. They 
walked all round the house, examining every spot 
of ground, particularly near the, window from 
whence the** voice had proceeded ; the bed of 
earth beneath, in which the rose tree was planted,- 
had been recently dug, and the print of a footstep 
—if the trbe had^been forced aside by mortal 
hand — would have inevitably remained ; but 
they could perceive no such impression ; and an 
unbroken stillness reigned withput. Hoping to 
dispel the mystery, they continued their search 
anxiously along the^road, from the straightness 
of which and the ligh*{nes8 of t|ie night, they were 
enabled to see some distance around them ; but 
all was Silent and deserted, and they ^returned 
surprised and "disappointed. How much more 
then were they astonished at learning that the 
whole time of their absence, those who remained 
withih the house had heard the moaning and 
chiding of hands even louder ahd more distinct 
than bmore they had gone out; and no sooner 
wttVHhe door of the room closed on them, than 
thej^ again heiard the same moumftd sounds! 
Evei^ succeeding hour thq sick man became 
worse, and as the first glim{we of the momifig 
appeared, Mr. Bonworth expired. ^ 
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The family of Mac Carthy have for some gener- 
ations possessed a small estate in the county of 
Tipperary. Tliey are the descendants of a race, 
opce numerous and powerful in the south of Ire- 
land ; and though it is probable that tl)^ property 
they at present hold is no gart o^ the large 
possessions of their ancestors, yet the district in 
which they live is so connected with the name 
of Mac Carthy b^ those assotiations which are 
never forgotten* in Ireland, that they have pre- 
served with all ranks a sort of influence much 
greater than that which theft fortune or connec- 
tions could other, wis*e give them. They are, like 
most of this class, of the Roman Catholic per- 
suasion, to which they adliere with somewhat of 
the pride of ancestry, blended with a somethings 
call k what you will, whether bi&otry, or a sense 
of wrong, arising out of •repeated diminutions of 
their family possettsions, during the more rigorous 
periods of the penal laws. Being an old fraily, 
and especially beln^ an old Catholic familjr, they 
have of course their Banshee ; and the circum- 
stances under which^ the appearance, which I 
shall relate, of this mysterious harbinkr of death 
took place, Vere told me by an old mdy, a near 
connection of theirs, who kdbw many of the parties 
concerned, and who, th%ugk not deficient in un- 
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derstanding or education, cannot to this day be 
brought to give atdecisive opinion as to the truth 
or authenticity of the $tory« The plain inference 
to. be drawn from this «is, that she believes jt, 
though «she does noi^ own it ; and as she was a 
contemporary of the persons concerned — as she 
heard the account from many persons about* the 
same period, all concurring in the important par- 
ticulara — as &ome of her authorities were them- 
selves actofB in the scene — anti* as none of the 
parties were interested in speaking what was false; 
I think we^ have- about as good evidence that tKe 
whole is undeniably true as we have of many 
narratives of modern history, which 1 could name, 
and which many grave and sober-minded people 
would deem it very great pyrrhonism to question. 
This, however, is a point which U is not my pro- 
vince to determine. People who deal out stories 
of this sort must be content to act like certain 
young politicians, ;ivho tell ^ery freely to their 
friends what they hear at a great rasais table ; 
not guilty of .the impcFtinence of weighing the 
doctrines, and leaving U to their hearers to un- 
derstand them^iir any sense, or in no sensQ, just 
as they may please. « < 

Charles Mac Carthy was, in* the year 
the only surviving son of a very numerous family. 
His father died when he v^as littlp more than 
twenty, leaving him the Mac Carthy estate, not 
much encumbered, considering that it was an 
Irish one. Charles was gay, handsome, unfettered 
either by q[>overty, a father, or guatdians, and 
therefore was not, at/he age of one-and-twenty, 
a pattern of regulacity^and virtue. In plain 
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ternfs, he v/as ail exceedingly dissipated — I fear 
1 may say debauched young •man. His com- 
panions wdre, as m^yH)e sii|>posed, of the higher 
cl|}.sses of the youth in WIs neighbourhood, and, in 
genera], of those Vhose fortisnes were larger than 
his own, whose dispositions %o pleasure were 
therefore under still less restrictions, and in whose 
example he found at once am incentive anU an 
apology for his ^regularities. Besides, Ireland, 
a place to this day not very remarkable for the 
coolness and steadiness of its youth, was then one 
of the cheapest countries in the world jn most of 
those articles which money supplies for the in- 
dulgence of the passions. The odious excise-, 
man, with his portentous book in one ^and, his 
unrelenting pen held in the dlher, or stuck be- 
neath his hat-band, and the ink-bottle (* black 
emblem of the informer* ) dangling from his waist- 
coat-button — went, not then from ale-house to 
ale-house, denouncing all those patriotic dealers 
in spirit, ..who preferred selling whiskey, which 
had nothing to do with English laws^ (but to elude 
them), to retailing that poisonous^ liquor, which 
derived its name from the BritisK << Parliament,*' 
that compelled its civculetion among a reluctant 
people* Or if tlfe gauger — recording angel of 
the law — wrote down the peccadillo of a publican, 
he dropped a tear upon the word, and blotted it 
out for ever I For, welcome to the tables of their 
hospitable neighbour^ the guardians of the ex- 
cise, where they existed at all, scrupled to abridge 
those luxurfbs which they freely shared ; and thus 
the competition in the iharxet between the 
smuggler, who incurred^ little hazard, and the 
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personage ycleped fair trader, who enjoyed Kttle 
protection, made Ireland a land flowing, not 
merely with milk and honey^ but with whiskey 
and wine. In the enjoyriients supplied by these, 
and in the many kindred pleasuies to which frail 
youth is but too prone, Charles Mac Carthy in- 
dulged to such a deg'i ee, that just about the time 
wheA he had completed his four-and-twentieth 
year, after a Week of great excesses, he was seized 
with a violent fever, which, from its malignity, 
and the weakness of his frame, left scarcely a hope 
of his recoveiyi His mother, 
made many efforts to check his vices, and at last 
had been obliged to look on at his rapid progress 
to ruihin*silent despair, watched day and night at 
his pillow. The ailiguish of parental feeling was 
blended with that still deeper misery which those 
only know who have striven hard to rear in virtue 
and piety a belove'd and favourite child ; have 
found him grow up ail that' their hearts could 
desire, until he reached manhood ; ^^d then, 
when their pride war highest, and their hopes 
almost ended in the fulfilment of their fondest 
expectations, fiaf e seen this idol of their affections 
plunge headlong into a course of reckless pro- 
fligacy, and, after a rapid career of vice, hang 
upon the verge of eternity, without the leisure 
for, or the power of, repentance. Fervently she 
prayed that, if his life could not be spared, at 
least the delirium, which continued with increasing 
violence frdm the first few Kours of his disorder, 
m^ht vanish before death, and leav^ enough of 
lignt and of calm fonTmaking his peace with of- 
fended Heaven. After o several days, however, 
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nature seemed quite exhausted, and he sunk into 
a state too like death lo be mistaken for the re- 
pose of sleep. His iace {jiad that *pale, glossy, 
marble look, which & in general so sure a symptqm 
tHat life has lefldts tenemegt of clay. Mia eyes 
were closed and sunk ; the lidft having that com- 
pressed and stiffened appearance which seemed 
to indicate that some friendly hand iMid doife its 
last office. The lips, half-closed ^nd perfectly 
ashy, disco ver efl ]ust so much of the teeth as. to 
give to the feat ares of death their most ghastly, 
but most impressive look. He lay upc^n his back, 
with his hands Uretched beside him^ quite mo- 
tionless ; and his distracted ^mother, afler re-^ 
peated trials, could discover not the leastpsymptom 
of animation. The medical man who attended, 
having tried the* usual modes for ascertaining the 
presence of life, declared at last his opinion that 
It was . flown, and prepared to depart from the 
house of mourning. * His horsp was seen to come 
to the door. A crowd of people who were col- 
lected beibre the windoVirs^or scattered ingroups 
on the lawn in front, gathered iy)und when the 
door^pened. These were tenants, fosterers, and 
poor relations of the^fanyly, with others attracted 
by affection, or b^ that interest which partakes 
of curiosity, but is something more, and which 
collects the lower ranks round a house where a 
human being is in his passage to another world* 
They saw the professional^man come qpt from 
the nail door and apfiroach bis horli^; and while 
slowly, and with a melancholy air, he prepared 
to mount, they clustered rc^^nd him with enquiring 
and wishful looks. No^ a .word was spoken ; but 
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tlieir meaning could not be misnnderstood ; and 
the physician, wl^n he had got into his saddle, 
and while the servant, was etili holding the bridle, 
as if to delay him, and was looking anxiously^ at 
his face, as if expecting that he would relieve the 
general suspense^ shook his head, and said in a 
low voice, “It’s all* over, James;*’ and moved 
slondy away. The moment he had spoken, the 
women preseht, who were very numerous, uttered 
a* shrill ci^, which, having been sustained for 
about half a minute, fell suddenly into a full, loud, 
continued^ and discordant but plaintive wailing, 
above which occasionally were heard the deep 
, sounds of a man’s voice, sometimes in broken sobs, 
sometimes in more distinct exclamations of sorrow. 
This was Charles^ foster-brother, who moved 
about in the crowd, now clapping his hands, now 
rubbing them together in an agony of grief. The 
poor fellow had beeft Charles’s playmate and com- 
panion when a boy, and afterwards his servant ; 
had always been distinguished by his peculiar re- 
gard, and loved his yoang master, as "much, at 
least, as he dickhis own life. 

When Mrs.** Mac Carthy became convinced 
that the blow was indeed ^struck, and that her 
beloved son was sent to his last account, even in 
the blossoms of his sin, she remained for some 
time gazing with fixedness upon his cold features ; 
then, as if something had suddenly touched the 
string of her tenderikt afiections, tear after tear 
trickled dovrn her cheeks, {^ale with anxiety and 
watching. Still she continued loofaong at her 
son, apparently uncoiiciouB that she was weep- 
ing, without once lifting Jier handkerchief to her 
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eyes>.until reminded of the sad duties which the 
custom of the country«imposed«upon her, by the 
crowd of females beloeging^to the better class of 
the peasantry, who^novis crying audibly, nearly 
fillbd the apartment. She^then withd^w, to 
give directions for the ceremosy of waking, and 
for supplying the numerous visiters of all ranks 
with the refreshments usual on Ih^e melancholy 
occasions. Though her voice was sdhrcelydieard, 
and tliough no ofhC saw her but the servants and 
one or two old followers of the family, who as* 
sibted her in the necessary arrangem^ts, every 
tiling was conducted with the greatest regularity ; 
and though she made no effort to check her sor* . 
rows, they never once suspended her attention, 
now more than ever required 4o preserve order 
in her household, which, in this season of calamity, 
but for her would have been all confusion. 

The night was pretty far {Rlvanced ; the bois- 
terous lamentations Vhich ha4 prevailed during 
part of the day in and about the house had given 
place to a solemn and mqurnful stillness; and 
Mrs. Mac Carthy, whose heart, notwithstanding 
her long fatigue and watching, wtdS yet too sore 
for sleep, was kneelpig ^n fervent prayer in a 
chamber adjoining that of her sou: — suddenly 
her devotions were disturbed by an unusum 
noise, proceeding from the. persons who were 
watching round the body. First there was a low 
murmur— then all was silent, as if the^move* 
ments of those in thet:hamber were cbbcked by a 
sudden pan^--^and then a loud cry of terror burst 
from all within:— the dooi^of the chamber was 
thrown open, and all wh^ wore not overturned in 
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the press rushed wildly into tlie passage which 
led to the stairs, and into which Mrs. Mac Carthy’s 
room opened. Mrs. Mac«.Carthy made her way 
through the crowd into her icon's chamber, where 
she found him sitting up in the bed]^ and looking 
vacantly around, <«like one risen from the grave. 
The glare thrown upon his sunk features and thin 
lath)' frame gav e* an unearthly horror to his whole 
aspecU Mr^. Mac Carthy was a woman of some 
firmness ;^but she was a wonirah, and not quite 
free from the superstitions of her country. She 
dropped on her knees,* and, clasping her hands, 
began to pray aloud. The form before her 
^ moved only its lips, and barely uttered “ Mo- 
ther but though the pale lips moved, as if 
there was a design to finish the sentence, the 
tongue refused its office. Mrs. Mac Carthy 
sprung forward, and catching the arm of her son, 
exclaimed, Speak! in the name of God and his 
saints, speak ! ar^ you alive*? ^ 

He turned to her slowly, and said,, speaking 
still with apparent difficulty, Yes, niy mother, 
alive, and— But sit-down and collect yourself; 
I have that fo tell, which will astonish you still 
more than what vou Jiav/e seen.” He leaned 
back upon his pillow, and whde his mother re- 
mained kneeling by the bedside, holding one of 
his hands clasped iii hers, and gazing on him with 
the look of one who distrusted all her senses, he 
proceeded : — ** Do not interrupt me until I have 
done. I wish to speak wlfile %e excitement of 
returning life is upon me, as 1 knoittol shall soon 
need much repose*/ Of the commencement of 
my illhess I have oply^a confused reeoUectioii ; 
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but .within the .last twelve hours, 1 have been 
before the judgment-^eat of G^d. Do not stare 
incredulougly on mcy-'tis as true* as have been 
my crimes, and, as* I t«us£ shall be my repent- 
aiBcc. 1 saw thQ awful Juc^e arrayed iq jll the 
terrors which invest him when piercy gives place 
to justice. The dreadfa^ pomp of offended 
omnipotence, 1 saw, — 1 remeipber. It is fixed 
here ; printed on my brain in characters indelible ; 
but it passeth Iminan language. What I can de- 
scribe I will — I may speak it briefly. It is 
eifiough to say, I was weighed in /he balance and 
found wanting. * The irrevocable sentence was 
upon the point of being pronoariced ; the eye of 
my Almighty Judge, which had alreadj^ glanced* 
upon me, half spoke my doomui when I observed 
the guardian saint, to whom you so often directed 
mjr prayers when I was a child, looking at me 
with an expression of benevolence and compas- 
sion, 1 stretched forth my hands to him, and 
besought his intercession; I fmplorcd that one 
year, one Inonth might l^e given. to me on earth, 
to do penance and atonenfent for iny transgres- 
sions. He threw himseff at tho» feet of my 
Jud^ and supplicated for mercy. Oh 1 never — 
not if I shoulcl pa^ tBrouj^h ten thousand succes- 
sive states of being-— never, for eternity, shall I 
forget die horrors of that moment, when my fate 
hung suspended— -when an instant was to decide 
whether torments unutterable were to be my 
portion for endless ages I But Justice^spended 
Its decree, jmd Mercy spoke in accents of firm- 
ness, but mildness, * Retiijrn to that world in 
which thou hast lived but to ontrage the laws of 
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Him who made that world and thee. Three years 
are given thee for repentance; when these are 
ended, thou shalt again stand here, to> be saved 
or lost for ever.* — I \iesad no more; I saw no 
more, ^uptil I awoke ^o life, the moment befo're 
you entered.” ^ 

Charles’s strength <^ontinucd just long endugh * 
to finish these words, and on uttering them 
he closed his eyes, and lay quite exhausted. His 
mother, though, as was before* said, somewhat 
disposed to give credit to supernatural visitations, 
yet hesitated whether or not she should bcliev^e 
that, althdugh awakened from a swoon, which 
might have been true crisis of his disease, he was 
still und^i* the influence of delirium. Repose, 
however, was at all events necessary, and she 
took inimediate measures that he should enjoy it 
undisturbed. After some hours' sleep, he awoke 
refreshed, and tlienoeforward gradually but stea> 
dily recovered. 

Still he persisted in his accouint of the vision, 
as he had at first related it ; and his persuasion of 
its reality had an obvious and decided influence 
on his habits and conduct. He did not altogether 
abandon the society of his former associates, for 
bis temper was not soured by, his reformation; 
but he never joined in their excesses, and often 
endeavoured to reclaim them. How his pious 
exertions succeeded, 1 have never learnt; but of 
himself it is recorded, that he was religious with- 
out ostentation^ and temf^rate without austerity ; 
giving a practical proof that vice may be ex- 
changed for virtue, without a loss of respectability^ 
popidarity, or happing 
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Time rolled Mn, and long before the three 
years were ended, thokStory of 4iis vision was for- 
gotten, or, •when spoken of,^as usually mentioned 
as an instance proving* the folly of believing in 
si?ch things. Charles’s health, from the iomper* 
ance and regularity of hi& habits, became more 
robust than ever. His friends, indeed, had often 
occasion to rally him upon a ^^'riousness* and 
abstractedness of demeanour, whi^h grew upon 
him as he approached the completion df his seven- 
and-twentieth year, but for the most part his 
manner exhibited the same animation ^nd cheer- 
fulness for whicli he had always been remarkable. 
In company, he evaded every Endeavour to draw, 
from him a distinct opinion on the subject of the 
supposed prediction ; but am#ng his own family 
it was well kno\^n that he still firmly believed it. 
However, when the day had nearly arrived on 
which the prophecy was, if St all, to be fulfilled, 
his whole appearandc gave suq}i promise of a long 
and healthy life, that he was persuaded by his 
friends to ask a large party to an. entertainment 
at Spring House, to celebrate his birth-day. But 
the qgcasion of this party, and tke^ircumstances 
which attended it, trill, be best learned from a 
perusal of the following letters, which have been 
carefully preserved by some relations of his 
&mily. ' The first is from Mrs. Mac Carthy to a 
lady, a very near connection and valued friend of 
hers, who lived in the county of Cork, ^t about 
fifty miles’ distance ftom Spring House. 





116 


LEGENDS OF THE BANSHEE. 


To ilfjrj. Barry y Castle Barry, 

** Spring House, Tuesday morniii»j, 
’ October-'lStli, 1752. 

“ MY DEARESfr MARY, 

“ I am afraid I am'going to put your affection 
-for your old frijc.iid and kinswoman to a severe trial. 
A two days* journey at this {^e(ison, over bad 
• roads and through a troubled country, it will in- 
deed require friendship such as yours to persuade 
a sober woman to encounter. Bet the truth is, 1 
have, or fancy I h^ve, more than usual cause for 
^vishing you near me. You know my son’s story. 
1 can’t tell how it is, but as next Sunday ap- 
proaches, when the prediction of his dream or his 
vision will be proved false or true, I feel a sick- 
ening of the heart,^yvliich 1 cannot suppress, but 
which* your presence, my dear Mary, will soften, 
as it has done sc many of my sorrows. My 
nephew, James R>an, is to be married to Jane 
Osborne (who, you kno^, is my son’s ward), and 
the bridal entertainment will take place here on 
Sunday next, tHough Charles pleaded herd to 
have jt postponed a day or tw.o longer. Would 
to God — but no more of this dll we meet. Do 
prevail upon yourself to leave your good man for 
one week, if his farming concerns will not admit 
of his accompanying you ; and come to us, with 
the (Mb, as soon before Sunday as you can. 

« jQver &y dear Mary’s attached cousin and 
fnend, 

^ ** Ann Mac Carthy." 
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Although tliis letter reached Castle Barry early 
on Wednesday, the messenger ftaving travelled on 
foot, over bog and rdoor, hy paths impassable to 
liDi’sc or carriajge, Mrs. Barry, who at once ile- 
terniined on going, had so lliany arrangeftifents to 
make for the regulation of h5r domestic affairs 
(which, in Ireland, among the middle orders of 
the gentr}', fall soon into cofifunjon when the 
mistress of the^family is away), that she hnd her 
two younger daughters were unable to*leave home 
until late on the morning of Friday. The eldest 
daughter remaiiied, to keep her'fathei company, 
and superintend the concern^ of the household. 
As the travellers were to journey in an open one-* 
horse vehicle, called a jaunting-car (sfflll used in 
Ireland), and as, the roads, batl at all times, were 
rendered still worse by the heavy rains, it was 
their design to make two c;psy stages ; to stop 
about mid-way thejirst night, and reach Spring 
House early oj^^aturday evening. This arrange- 
ment waz now altered, as they found that, from 
the lateness of their departure, they could pro- 
ceed, at the utmost, no farther th^i twenty miles 
on tite first day; and they therefore purposed 
sleeping at the hoii^e of a Mr. Bourke, a friend 
of theirs, who lived at somewhat less than that 
distance from Castle Barry. They reached Mr. 
Bourke's in safe^, afler rather a disagreeable 
drive. What berel them on their journey the 
next day to Spring House, and after then* arrival 
there, is fully related in a letter from the second 
Miss Bari^ to her eldest sister. 
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“ Spring House, Siii^y evening, 
• ^ 20tH October, r.52. 

« DEAR ELLEN, 

“ As' my mother'^ letter, which encloses this, 
will announce to*you briefly the sad intelligence 
which I shall ^re relate more fully, I think it 
better to go' p^iflarly through the recital of the 
extraordinary events of the las^ ;;ivo days. 

’ The ^ourkes kept us up so late on Friday 
night, that yesterday was pretty far advanced 
before wercould begin our jouraey, and the day 
closed when we were nearly fifteen miles distant 
•from this place. The roads were excessively 
deep, frohi the heavy rains of the last week, and 
we proceeded so slowly, that at last my mother 
resolved on passing the night at the house of 
Mr. Bourke's brotl^jer (who lives about a quarter 
of a mile off the road), and coming here to break- 
fast in the morning. The day -had been windy 
and showery, and the sky looked fitful, gl JOmy, and 
uncertain. The moonfwas full, and at times shone 
clear and bright ; at dthers, it was wholly con- 
cealed behind th*e thick, black, and rugged fiiasses 
of clouds, that rolled k^apidly^ along, and were 
every moment becoming larg^, and collecting 
together, as if gathering strength for a coming 
storm. The wind, which blew in o’ur faces, 
whistled bleakly along the low hedges of the 
narrow* roa^ on which wctproceeded with diffi- 
culty fromithe number .of deep sloughy and which 
afforded not the least shelter, no plantation being 
within some miles of^s. My mother, therefore, 
asked Iieary, who drove 4hejaunting*car, how &r 
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we were from •Mr. Bourkc’s. ‘ *T is about ten 
spades from this to ‘die cross* and we have then 
only to tdrn to tl^J bjfl inio the avenue, nia*am.’ 
<^cry well, Leary: t&rn up to Mr. Bourke^s as 
soon as you resell the cross roads.* My mother 
had^ scarcely spoken these wofds, when a shriek, 
that made us thrill as if our very hearts were 
pierced by it, burst from the hect^to the right of 
our way. If jt ^resembled any thing etrrthly, it 
seemed the cry^)f a female, struck 5y a sudden 
(^nd mortal blow, and giving out her life in one 
long deep paijg of expiring dfeony^ ‘ Heaven 
defend us ! ’ exclaimed my piother. ‘ Go you 
over the hedge, Leary, and save that woman, 
she is not yet dead, wdiile we run bacl^to the hut 
we just ])assed. and alarm flie village near it.* 

‘ Woman ! * said Leary, beating the horse violently, 
while his voice trembled — ‘ that no woman ; the 
sooner we get on^ ma*am, \he better;* and he 
continued his ^brts to quicken the horse's pace. 
We saw^ nothing. The moon was hid. It was 
quite dark, and we had been for* some time ex- 
pecting a heavy fall of vain. But just as Leary 
had>ispokcn, and had succeedbd^in making the 
horse trot briskly forward, we distinctly heard a 
loud clapping of hands, followed by a succession 
of screams, that seemed to denote the last excess 
of despair and anguish, and to issue from a person 
running forward inside the hedge, to keep pace 
with our progress. ^ Still we saw nothing ; until, 
when we were within about ten yarSif of the place 
where ai#avenue brandied olF to* Mr. Bourke’s to 
the lefY, and the road turAed to Spring House on 
the right, the moon started suddenly from behind 
I 4? 
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a cloud, and enabled us to see, as plainly as I now 
see this paper, the figure' of a tall thin woman, 
with uncovered hcad^ and iorg hair tfiat floated 
round her shoulders, attired in something whi^'h 
seemed' cither a loo.-e white, cioak, or a sheet 
thrown hastily about her. She stood on , the 
corner hedge, where the roAd on which we were 
met that whicii^ Ifeads to Spring House, with her 
face towards us, her left hand^ pointing to this 
place, and her right arm waving rapidly and vio- 
lently, as if to draw us on in that direction. The 
horse had ,«stopped, apparently frightened at the 
sudden presence qf the figure, which stood in the 
.manner I have described, still uttering the same 
piercing tries, for about half a minute. It then 
leaped upon the ro*ad, disappeared from our view 
for one instant, and the next was seen standing 
upon a high wall a^little way up the avenue, on 
which we purposed going, stjll [jointing towards 
the road to Spring House, but iq an attitude of 
defiance and command, as if prepared V> oppose 
our passage up the avonhe. The figure was now 
quite silent, and its gannents, which had before 
flowm loosely ?n ’the wind, were closely wrapped 
around it. ‘ Go on, Learry, ‘to Spring House, in 
God's name,' said my mother ; ‘ whatever world 
it belongs to, we will provoke it no longer.' ‘ 'T is 
the Banshee, ma'am,’ said Leary ; ‘ and I would 
not, for what my life is w'orth, go any where 
this blessed night but to Sprang House. But I 'm 
afraid there ’s something bad going forward, or 
she would not send us there.’ So saying, he drove 
forward; and as we ferned on the road to the 
right, the moon suddenly-withdrew its light, and 
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we saw the ap{)arition no more ; but we heard 
plainly a prolonged cktpping of hands, gradually 
dying awajr, as if it i.^iicdifrom a person rapidly 
rcjjj-cating. We procec(!ed as quickly as the bad- 
ness of the roaos and the* fatigue of tho poor 
animal that drew us would allo\^, and arrived here 
about eleven o’clock lAst night. The scene which 
awaited us you have learned ft*oi ^my mother’s 
letter. To exp^in it fully, I must recount^to you 
sonic of the transactions which took ^lace here 
during the last week. 

“ You are aware that .lane 0sborne vvas to 
have been married this day to^James Ryan, and 
that they and their friends have been here for the ^ 
last week. On Tuesday last, the very day on 
the morning of J^vhich cousirt^Mac Carthy des- 
patched the letter inviting us here, the whole of 
the company were walking about the grounds a 
little before dinner. ^ It seems*that an unfortunate 
creature, who had been seduced by James Ryan, 
was seen* prowfing in the neighbourhood in a 
moody melancholy state fo» some days previous. 
He had separated from her for several months, 
and, tfcey say, had provided for ber^ rather hand- 
somely ; but she had been seduced by the promise 
of his marrying bbr ; and the shame of her un- 
happy condition, uniting with disappointment and 
jealousy, had disordered her intellects. During 
the whole forenoon of this Tuesday, she had been 
walking in the plan^tions near Spring House, 
with her cloak foldecl tight round hei? the hood 
nearly covAring her face ; and she had avoided 
conversing wiUi or even \neeting any of Uie 
family. 
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‘‘ Charles Mac Carthy, at the time I 'men- 
tioned, was walking between James Ityan and 
another, at a little distance #from thh rest, on a 
gravel path, skirting a 'shrubbery. The wljple 
party were thrown into the utnfost consternation 
by the report of a pistol, fired 'from a thickly 
planted part of^he shrubbery which Charles and 
his bonipaniogi^^d just pass^. He fell instantly, 
and it was found that he had. been wounded in the 
leg. Ond of the party was a medical man ; his 
assistance was immediately given, and, on examin- 
ing, he declared that the injury was very slight, 
that no bone was broken, that it was merely a flesh 
wound, and that it would certainly be well in a few 
days. ‘♦We shall know more by Sunday,’ said 
Charles, as he wife carried to his chamber. His 
wound was immediately dressed, and so slight 
was the inconvenience which it gave, that several 
of his friends spenf a portion of the evening in his 
apartment. # ^ 

• On enquiry, it was found ^at the unlucky 
shot was fired by tho»pbor girl I just mentioned. 
It was also manifest that she had aimed, not at 
Charles, but at fiie destroyer of her innoceiscc and 
happiness, who was walking beside him. After 
a fruitless seaixh for her through the grounds, she 
walked into the house of her own accord, laugh- 
ing, and dancing and singing wildly, and every 
moment exclaiming that she had at last killed 
Mr. Bfan. When she heard that it was Charles, 
and not Mr. Ryan, who was shot, she fell into a 
violent fit, out of which, after working Convulsively 
for some time, she ^rung to the door, escaped 
from the crowd that pursued her, and could never 
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be taken until last nighty when she was brought 
here, perfectly frantic^ a little Before our arrival. 

“ Charl8s*s wouifd Vas 4liought V)f such little 
consequence, that the preparations went forward, 
as usual, for the* wedding entertainment t)« Sun- 
day.. But on Friday night he ^rew restless and 
feverish, and on Saturday (yesterday) morning 
felt so ill, that it was deemed ifbco^^ary to obtain 
additional medial advice. Two physicians and a 
surgeon met in consultation about tw’61ve o’clock 
io the day, and the dreadful intelligence was an- 
nounced, that unless a change, iTardly^hoped for, 
took place before night, death lyust happen within 
tw'enty-fbur hours afler«| Thewoun^ it seems,, 
had been too tightly bandaged, and otlUTwise in- 
judiciously treated. The phy^cians were right in 
their anticip^i^ions. No favourable symptom ap- 
peared, and long before we rej^ched Spring House 
every ray of hope l]ad vanished. The scene we 
witnessed on oyr arrival would have wrung the 
heart of«a demon. Wc heard brieiiy at the gate 
that Mr. Charles was upbmhis death* bed. When 
we reached the house, thu information was con- 
firmoal by the servant who opened the door. But 
just as we entered, we were horrified by the most 
appalling screams issuing from the staircase. My 
mother thought she heard the voice of poor Mrs. 
Mac Carthy, and sprung forward. We followed, 
and on ascending a few steps of the stairs, we 
found a young womap, in a state of frantic passion, 
struggling furiously with two men-ser^%ints, whose 
united sti^nglh was hardly sufficient to prevent 
her rushing up stairs over%he body of Mrs. Mac 
Carthy, who was lying in strong hysterics upon 
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the steps. This, I afterwards* discovered,’ was 
the unhappy girf I before described, who was 
attempting t'b gain access t6 Charles's room, to 
‘ get his forgiveness,’ as slie said, ^ before he '^‘nt 
away»t6 accuse her fcr liaving billed him.’ This 
wild idea w'as mingled with another, which seemed 
to dispute witli^he former possession of her mind. 
In oVc senteg^^fc She called on Charles to forgive 
her, imthe next she would denjiyice James Ryan 
•as the murderer both of Charles and her. At 
length she was torn away ; and the last words. I 
heard heiiscreifm were, ‘ James.Uyan, 't was you 
killed him, and ngt I — 't was you killed him, and 
. not I.’ 

Mrs^ Mac Carthy, on recovering, fell into 
the arras of my mdther, whose presence seemed a 
great relief to her. She wept — the first tears, I 
was told, that she hgd shed since the fatal accident. 
She conducted us to Chaves’s room, who, she 
said, had desired ^to see us thc^jiioment of our 
arrival, as he found his end approa/Hiing, and 
wished to devote the kist hours of his existence to 
uninterrupted prayer mid meditation. We found 
him perfectly ca^m, resigned, and even clieerful. 
He spoke of the awful event which was at hand 
with courage and confidence, and treated it as a 
doom for which he had been prej^aring ever since 
his former remarkable illness, and which he never 
once doubted was truly foretold to’ him. He 
bade «s farewell with the. air of one who was 
about to tfavel a short and easy journey ; and we 
left him with impressions which, notvAthstanding 
all their anguish, wilf, 1 trust, never entirely for- 
sake us. 
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“ Poor Mrs. Mac Carthy but I am just 

called away. There sgems a slight, stir in the 
family ; pefhaps — ^ 

Tlie above letter was imver hnishedL , The 
enclosure to wliich it more thai^once alludes told 
the sequel briefly, and it is all that I have farther 
learned of this Ijranch of the Ma*e Carthy family. 
Before the sun had gone down u^on Charles’s 
seven-and-twenrioth birthday, his sout had gone 
to render its last account to its Creator. 



•* Baxshee, correctly written bCADrio^* plural n)i)A-n5e, 
fairies or women fairies, credulously supposed, by the common people, 
to be so directed to certain families, that they are heard to sing mourn- 
ful lamentations about th3ir houses at night, whenever any of the fa- 
mily labours undc' . a"sickness which U to end in death. But no fami- 
lies which are not' of an ancint and nobie stock are believed to be 
hoifbured with this fairy privilege.'*— O’Brien’s IrisA Dictionary, 

For accounts of the appearance of the Irish J.lanshce, see ** Pcr^'nal 
Sketches, &c. by Sir Jonah Barrington ; " Miss Lefanu’s Memoirs of 
her Grandmother, Mrs. SPrances Sheridan, (1824.) p. ; *' The Me- 
moirs of Lady Fanshaw," (quoted by Sir Walter Scott in a note on 
the I ady of tlie LakO('*^ &c. 

Sir Walter Scott ^H.rnis the belief in the appearance of the Banshee 
“ one oftlrt most beautiful” of the leading superstitions ofEuroiw. In his 
llctterson Demonology," he f^ys that "several families of the High- 
lands of Scotland anciently laid claim to the distinction of an attend- 
ant spirit, who performed the office of the Irish Banshee,” and pa.ti- 
cularly refers tp the supernatural cries and lapncntations winch fore- 
boded the death of the gallant Mac Lean of Lochbuy. 

" The Welsh Gwrach ; Rhibyn (or the hag of the Dribble) l)cars 
some resemblance to the Irish Banshee, being regarded as an omen of 
death. She U said to come after dusk and flap her leathern wings 
against the window whcre,she wdms of death, and in a broken, howl, 
ing tone, to call on the one who is to quit mortality by his or her name 
several times, as thus, f AnrU.^*-^MS. Communication 

from Do. Owex Puohb. For some ftirther particulars, see, in ** A 
Relation of Apparitions, M.. by the Rev. Edmund Jones," his account 
of the ** a doleful foreboding noise before death;" and 

Howell’s " Cambrian .Superstitions," (llpton,,!^!.) p, 31, 

The reader will probably remember the White Lady of^the House of 
Brandenburgh, an^ the fiiiry Melusine, who usually prognosticated the 
recurrence of mortaftty in some* noble family of Poitou. I’riiice, in his 
“ Worthies of Devon," records \he appearance of a white bird, per- 
forming the same office lor the worshipftil lineage of Oxenhqrn. 

" In the l^tol, too, they believe in a spirit which looks in at the 
window of the bouse in which atV^non is to die {Deuitche Sagen, 
Ko. 266.) i the white woman with a veil! over her bead (267.) answers 
ito the Banshee i tnit the tnulition of tlic Klage-weib (mourning 
wetoan), in tike IMn^mrgifr Heath i^SpieU Archie, iL 297.}» resembles 
it still more closely. On stormy nlght^ when the moon shines faintly 
through the fleeting clouds, she stalks, of gigantic stature, with death, 
like aspec^, and black hollow eyes, wrapt in grave-clothes which float 
in the wind,, apd stretches her Immense arm over the solitary hut, 
uttering lamentable criesdn the t^pestuous darkness. Beneath the 
roof over which the Klage-weib has leaned, one of tffe inmates must 
die in the course of the mon^."— Tua Brothbrs Grimm, oiuf MS, 
CmmurUcaiUmftwn Dr, Willum Gbimm. 




* Nc let house, fires, nor lightnings helpless barms, 
Ne let the Pouke, nor other evU sprlght, " 
Ne lot mischievous witches with their charms, 

Ne let hobgoblins, names whose sense we see not. 
Fray us with thin^ that be not.*' » 


Snavask. 
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THE SPIRIT HORSE. 


XIV. 

Tiik history of Morty Sullivan ought to be a* 
warning to all young men to stay at horflei and to 
live decently and soberly if tlifey can, and not to 
go roving about the world. Morty, when he had 
just turned of fourteen, ran axjay from his father 
and mother, who wt:ye a mighty respectable old 
couple, and many and many a«tear they shed on 
his accowU. It is said they both died heart- 
broken for his loss : all flioy ever learned about 
him was that he went on*board of a ship bound 
to An'.«rica. * 

Thirty years after the ©Id couple had been laid 
peacefully in their graves, there came a stranger 
to Beerhaven enquiring after them — it was their 
son Morty ; and, to speak the truth of him, his 
heart did seem full of sorrow when he heard that 
his parents were deac^and gone ; — butjivhkt else 
could he expect to hear? Repentance generally 
comes when it is too late. 

Morty Sullivan, however, an atonement for 
Jiis sins, was recommended to perform a pilgrim- 

K 
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age to the blessed chapel of Saint'Gobnate, which 
is in a wild phce 'called B^llyvourney. 

This he reidily uniV-rtoo?v;iand wilKng to lose 
no time, commenced his Journey the same after- 
noon. * He had not proceeded many miles before 
the evening came on : there was no moon, and 
the starlight was obscured by a thick fog, which 
asceilded froiqj. the valleys. His way was through 
a •mountainous country, with many cross-paths 
and by-waj's, so that it was difficult for a stranger 
like Morty to travel without a guide. He vvas 
anxious tp reach his destinaticni, and exerted 
himself to do so j but the fog grew thicker and 
.thicker, and at hist he became doubtful if the 
track he was in led to the blessed chapel of Saint 
Gobnate. But seiing a light which he imagined 
not to be far off, he went towards it, and when he 
thought himself close to it the light suddenly 
seemed at a great distance, twinkling dimly 
through the fog. ^ Though iVlorty felt some sur- 
prise at this, he was not disheartened, for he 
thought that it was a<light sent by the holy Saint 
Gobnate to guide his feet through the mountains 
to her chapel. ' ^ 

. And thus did he travel for many a mile, con- 
tinually, as he believed, approaching the light, 
which would suddenly start off to a great distance. 
At length he came so close as to perceive that 
the light came from a fire; seated beside which 
he plainly saw an old woman ; — then, indeed, his 
faith was'a little shaken, arid much did he wonder 
that both the fire and the old woman sliould travel 
before him, so man^ weary miles, and over such 
uneven roads. 
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“•In the hoi/ names of the pious Gobnate, and 
of her preceptor Saint ^bban,”^aid|IVIorty, “how 
can that burning Are mova on so »st before me, 
and who can that old woman be sitting beside the 
m?hdng fire ? ** • 

These words had no sooner passed Morty’s lips 
than he found himself, without taking another 
step, close to this wonderful fire, .beside ^diich 
the old woman was sitting munching hersupper. 
With every wag of the old woman's jdw her eyes 
would roll fiercely upon Morty, as if she was 
angry at being ^listurbcd ; and life saw^with more 
astonishment than ever that hej eyes were neither 
black, nor blue, nor gray, nor hazel, like the humai\ 
eye, but of a wild red colour, like tlife eye bf a 
ferret. If before he wonderdi at the fire, much 
greater was his wonder at the old woihan's ap- 
pearance ; and stout-hearted jis he was, he could 
not but look upon Jier with fear — juclging, and 
judging rightly, that it was for no good purpose 
her suptvug in so unfrequented a place, and at so 
late an hour, for it was near midnight. She said 
not one word, but inunclied and munched away, 
while jMorty looked at her in silfence. — “ What’s 
your name?” at lasrt demanded the old hag, a 
sulphureous puff* coming* out of her mouth, her 
nostrils distending, and her eyes growing redder 
than ever, when she had finished her question. 

Plucking up all his courage, ‘‘ Morty Sullivan,” 
replied he, “ at your^service meaning the latter 
words only in civility. 

“ Ubbu¥}0 /” said the old woman, “ we’ll soon 
see that;” and the red fii^ of her eyes turned 
into a pale green colour. •Bold and fearless as 
K 2 



132 


THE SPIRIT HORSE. 


Morty was, yet nuich did he trefnble at hcahing 
this drcadftil ^xc?amation he would have fallen 
down on his liciees ani prayed' to Saint’ Gobnate, 
or any other saint, for he was not particular ; but 
he was so petrified wkh horror, that he could not 
move in the slightest way, much less go down on 
his knees. 

“ Take hol^ of "my hand, Morty,” said tlie old 
woman “ I’ll give you a horse to ride that w'ill 
soon carry you to your journey’s end.” So saying, 
she led the way, the fire going before them ; — it 
is beyond piortai knowdedge to say how, but on it 
went, shooting out bright tongues of flame, and 
.dickering fiercely. 

Presently they came to a natural cfivern in the 
side of the niountahi, and the old hag called aloud 
in a most discordant voice for lier horse I In a 
moment a jet-black steed started from its gloomy 
stable, the rocky noor wJiereof rung with a se- 
pulchral echo to the dunging hoofs. 

“ Mount, Morty, mount ! ” cried slu^ seizing 
him with supernatural strength, and forcing him 
upon the back of the horse. Morty finding human 
power of no avkil, muttered, “ O that ^ had 
spurs ! ** and tried to grMp the horse’s mane ; but 
he caught at a shadow; it nevertheless bore 
him up and bounded forward with him, now 
springing down a fearful precipice, now clearing 
the rugged bed of a torrent, and rushing like the 
dark midnight storm througji the mountains. 

The folibwing morning Morty Sullivan was dis- 
covered by some pilgrims (who camf that way 
after taking their roufids at Gougane Barra) lying 
on the flat of his back, under a steep cliff, down 
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which he had been flung by the Phooka. Morty 
was severely bruised the fall, anji lie is said to 
liave swoili on the ^pAt^ byithe han»of O’Sullivan 
(and that is no small oath), > never again to take 
a Tull quart boftle of whisf^y with him dn^a pil- 
grimage. 


Xulla mantis,* 
Tam Hbcralis 
Atqiie gencralis 
Atque universalis 
(^uam Sullivani^** 
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XV. 

People may have heard of the renowned ad- 
ventures of l)aniel O’Rourke, but how few are 
there w*ho know that the cause gf all his perils, 
' above and below, was neither more nor less than 
his having slept under the walls of the Phooka,’s 
tower. I rknew* the man w ell : lie lived at the 
bottom of Hungry Hill, just at the right hand 
•side of the road as you go towards Bant^3^ ' An 
old man il^as he at the time that he told me the 
story, with gray hSir, and a red pose ; and it was 
on the 25th of June, 1813, that I heard it from 
his own lips, as he sat smoking his pipe under 
the old poplar tree, on as fine an evening as ever 
shone from the shy. I was goii\g to visit the 
caves in Dursey Island, having spent the^morning 
at GlengarifF. * • 

“ I am often cued to*tell it, sir,’' said he, ‘‘ so 
that this is not tfie first time. The mastci^s son, 
you see, had come fron^*beybnd, foreign parts in 
France and Spain, as young gentlemen used to 
go, before Buonaparte or any .s>uch was heard of ; 
and sure enough there was a dinner given to all 
the people on the ground, gentle and simple, high 
and lo^, ych and poor. The oukl gentlemen 
were the gentlemen, after all, saving your honour’s 
presence^ They’d swear at a body a little, to be 
sure, and. may be, gi^e one a cut of a whip now 
and then, but we werb no losers by it in the end ; 
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— and they woi-e so easy and civil, and kept such 

rattling houses, and thousands of welcomes; — 
and thcr4; was np girinding iox lent, and icw 
agents ; and there wl^s lArdly a Tenant on the 
csiate that did4iot taste o^his landlord*|^ Jjouhty 
often and oflen in the year; — l^t now it’s another 
thing; no matter for that, sir, for I’d better be 
telling you my story. • ♦ 

“ Well, we had every thing of'the ht-'st, and 
plenty of it ; ftml we ate, and we drank, and we 
danced, and the young master by the same token 
danced with Peggy Barry, from.the Bohereen — 
a lovely young houple they were, thoil^h they are 
both low enough now. To Tnake a long story 
short, I got, as a body may stiy, the sagie thing aS 
tipsy almost, for I can’t renic^nber ever at all, no 
ways, how’ it was I left the place : only I did 
leave it, that’s certain. Well, I thought, for all 
that, in'myself. I’d just step fo Molly Cronohan’s, 
the fairy w^dman, to speak a word about the 
bracketjieifer what was bewftched ; and so as I 
was crossing the steppii\g-stone^ of the ford of 
Ballyasheenough, and wgs looking up at the stars 
and l^cssing myself — for why«? it was Lady-day 

— I missed iny fqpt, fjiid souse I fell into the 
water. ‘Death alive*!’ thought I, ‘I’ll be 
drowned now ! * However, I began swimming, 
swimming, swimming away for the dear life, tfll 
at last I got ashore, somehow or other, but never 
the one of me can tell how, upon 2 i dissolute 
island. 

“ I wandered and wandered about there, with- 
out knowing where I wagdered, until at last I 
got into a mg bog. Th^ moon was shining as 

K 4; 
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bright as day, or your fair lady's, eyes, sir (with 
your pardon for mentioning her), and 1 looked 
east and wcsj, and north and south, and every 
way, and nothing did V see but bog, bog, bog ; — 
I could never find oiH how I got hito it ; and /.ly 
heart grew cold whh fear, for sure and certain I 
was that it would be *ny herrm place. So I sat 
down, upon a stone which, as good luck would 
have it, was close by me, and I began to scratch 
my head and sing the Ulhigonc when all of a 
sudden the moon grew black, and I looked up, 
and saw something for all the w'orld as if it was 
moving doWn between me and it, 'i^nd I could not 
tell what it was. *Down it came with a pounce, 
find looked at me full in the face ; and wliat was 
it but an eagle ? as^ fine a one as ever flew' from 
the kingdom of Kerry. So he looiced at me in the 
face, and says he to me, ‘ Daniel O’Uourke,’ 
says he, ‘ how do y<^u do ? ’ ‘ Very well, 1 thank 

you, sir,’ says I : ‘ 1 ho{>e yoit’re w’cll w onder- 
ing out of my senses all the time how an eagle 
came to speak like a Christian. < WhUf brings 
you here, Dan ? ' says he. ‘ Nothing at all, sir,* 
says I : ‘ only I wusli I was safe home againj ‘ Is 
it out of the island you waii^ to go, Dan ? ^ says 
he. ‘ *Tis, sir,* says 1 so I up and told him 
how I had taken a drop too much, and fell into 
the water ; how 1 swam to the island ; and how 
I got into the bog and did not know my way out 
of it. * Dan,* says he, afler a minute's thought, 
* though^it is very improper fbr you to get drunk 
on Lady-day, yet as you are a decent s^ber man, 
who ’tends mass well, gnd never flings stones at 
me nor mine, nor cries qut after us in the fields — - 
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my lUe for youra^’ says he ; ‘ so get up on my 
back, and grip me well for fear you ’d fall off, and 
I ’ll fly you put of the ‘ I am avaid/ says I, 

‘your honour’s making gjftne of me; for who 
evc% heard of riding *a horseback on an eagle be- 
fore ? ’ ‘ ’ Pon the honour of a gentleman,’* says 

he, putting his right foot on his breast, ‘ I am 
quite in earnest ; and so now' either take my pffer 
or starve in the bog — besides, I s6e th%t your 
weight is sinking <>he stone/ • 

“It was true enough as he said, for I found 
the stone every minute going fmoin under me. 
I had no choicb; so thinks I to mySelf, faint 
lieart never won fair lady, and •this is fair per- 
suadance : — * I thank your honour,’ saj's I, ‘ for 
the loan of your civility ; and fake your kind 
offer.’ I therefoFre mounted upon the back of 
the eagle, and held him tight enough by the 
throat, and up he flew in tlfb air like a lark. 
Little I knew the tri^k he was going to serve me. 
Up — up — iqy — God know's how far up he flew, 
‘ Wliy, tlu?n,’ said 1 to him — thinking he did not 
know the right road home y— very civilly, because 
why ? I was in his power entirely ; — ‘ sir,* says 
I, ‘ please your honour’s glory, and with ^humble 
submission to your better^ udgment, if you’d fly 
down a bit, you’re now just over my cabin, and 
• I could be put down there, and many thanks to 
your worship.’ 

“ ‘ Arrahy Dan,’ said he, ‘ do you think me a 
fool ? Look down id the next fleld, «ntf don’t 
you see tt|g) men and a gun ? By my word it 
would be no Joke to be shot^his way, to oblige a 
drunken blackguard that 1 picked up off of a could 
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Stone in a bog/ ‘ Bother you/ -said I to n>yself, 
but I did not speuk out, for where was the use ? 
Well, sir, u|(j[hc kept^ fly?i>g, ilying, aad I asking 
hmi every minute to fly flown, and all to no use. 
‘*Wl^^e in the worl.U are you going, sir ?' sa^s I 
to him. ‘ Hold> your tongue, Dan,’ says he : 

‘ mind your own business, and don't be inter- 
ferisg with the business of other people/ ‘ raith, 
this is^my business, I think/ says I. ‘ Be quiet, 

’ Dan,' says he : so 1 said no n^ofe. 

“ At last where should we come to, but to the 
moon itself. >Jow you can’t see it from this, but 
there is, or there was in my time a reaping-hook 
sticking out of fhe side of the moon, this way, 
(drawing the figure thus o*' the ground 

with the end of Kls stick). ^ 

“ * Dan,* said the eagle, ‘ I’m tired with this 
long fly ; I had T]^p notion ’t was so far.’ ‘ And 
my lord, sir,’ said I, ‘ who in the world you 
to fly so far — was it I ? did not \ beg, and pray, 
and beseech you to stop half an l^eur ago?' 
‘ There’s no» use talking, Dan,’ said he ; ‘I’m 
tired bad enough, so ^ou must get off, and sit 
down on the memn until I rest myself.' ^ ‘ Is it 
sit down on the moon safd I ; ‘ is it upon that 
little round thing, then ? why, then, sure I’d fall 
off in a minute,' and be kili and split, and smashed 
all to bits : you are a vile deceiver, — so you are/ 
‘ Not at all, Dan/ said he : ‘ you can catch fast 
hold of the reaping-hook that’s sticking out of the 
side of tfie moon, and 'twill keep you up/ ‘ I 
won’t, then,’ said I, ‘ May be not/ said he, quite 
quiet. ‘ If you doirt, my man, I shall just give 
you a shake, and one slap of my wing, and send 
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you ’down to the ground, where every bone in 
your body will be smashed as Small as a drop of 
dew on a (^bbage-lea^ bi tl»f mornjng/ ‘ Why, 
then, I’m in a fine way, said I to myself, ‘ ever 
to Imvc come ahtng with th# likes of you;# and 
so giving him a hearty curse in irish, for fear he’d 
know what I said, I got oft' his back with a heavy 
heart, took a hold of the reapmg-hjook, and sat 
down upon the moon ; and a mighty cold* seat it 
was, I can tell 3'du that. 

When he had me there fairly landed, he 
turned about oji me, and said, ‘ Good morning, 
to you, Daniel O’llourke,* said he : ‘ l\hink I’ve 
nicked you fairly now. You robbed ray nest^ 
last year,’ (’twas true enough for him^ but how 
he found it out is hard to say,) ‘ and in return 
3'ou are freely welcome to cool your heels dan- 
gling upon the moon like a co^kthrow.’ 

< Is that all, an^l is this the wa^’ you leave 
me, you brute, you?* sa^^s ^ ‘You ugly un- 
natural IwtCy and is this the way j^ou serve me 
at last ? Bad luck to yiluaself, with your hook’d 
nose, and to all 3^our breed, 3'ou blackguard.’ 
’Twasball to no manner of use :*he spread out his 
great big wings, burst out a laughing, and flew 
away like lightning. I bawled after him to stop ; 
but I might have called and bawled for ever, 
without his minding me. Away he went, and I 
never saw him from that day to this — sorrow fly 
away with him I You may be sure I was in a 
disconsolate condition, and kept roarftig out for 
the bare ^rief, when all at once a door opened 
right in the middle of the moon, creaking on its 
hinges as if it had not been opened for a month 



14*0 


DANIEL o’rOURKE. 


before. I suppose tliej* never thought of greasing 
’em, and out thero walks — who do you think l)ut 
the man in die moon hin*?elf? I knew him by 
his bush. o if 

“ ‘,^Qood morrow to you, Daniel 0’Rou<^e,’ 
said he : ‘ How do you do ?’ ‘ Very well, thank 

your honour,* said I. ‘ I hope your honour’s 
welU f Wliat brought you here, Dan ?’ said he. 
So I told Inm how I was a little overtaken in 
•liquor at the master’s, and ho<t 1 was cast on a 
dissolute island, and how I lost my way in the 
bog, and how the thief of an eagle promised to 
fly me out of it, and how instead of that he had 
fled me up to the" moon. 

‘‘ ‘ Dap,* said the man in the moon, taking a 
pinch of snuff when I was done, ‘ you must not 
stay here.* < Indeed, sir,’ says I, ‘ ’tis much 
against my will l*m here at all ; but how am 1 to 
go back?’ ‘That’s your business,’ said he, 
‘ Dan : mine is to tell you that here you must 
not stay, so be off in less than no time.’ ‘ I’m 
doing no harm,’ say? 1$ ‘ only holding on hard 
by the reaping-hook, iest I fall off,’ ‘ That’s 
what you must not do, Dan,’ says he. S Pray, 
sir,’ says I, ‘ may I ask how many you are in 
family, that you would liot give a poor traveller 
lodging ; I’m sure ’tis not so often you’re troubled 
with strangers coming to see you, for ’tis a long 
way.’ ‘I’m by myself, Dan,’ says he ; ‘ but 
you ’d fitter let go the reaping-hook.’ ‘ Faith, 
and with your leave,’ says i, ‘ I’ll not let go the 
grip, and the more you bids me, tlie more I 
won’t let go ; — so ? will.’ ‘ You had better, 
Dan,’ says he again. Why, then, my little fel- 
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low/ .says I, taking tlie whole weight of him with 
my eye from head to foot, ‘ thdire aie two words 
to that bargain ; and 1«M not budge, jout you may 
if you like/ ‘ We ’ll see ho^ that is to be,’ says 
he;aind back he went, giving the door^s^ich a 
great bang after him (for it was plain he vras 
huffed), that I thought the moon and all would 
fall down with it. • • 

“ Well, I was preparing m3’self to* try strength 
with him, when *1x101: again he comes^with the 
kitchen cleaver in his hand, and without saying 
a fvord, he gives two bangs to the handle of the 
reaping-hook tlnft was keeping me up, and whap / 
it came in two. * Good mornTng to 3'ou, Dan/ ^ 
says the spiteful little old blackguard, •when he 
saw me cleanly falling down with a bit of the 
handle in my hand ; ‘ I thank you for your visit, 
and fair w'eather after 3'ou, Daniel/ 1 had not 
time to make any answer to h/in, for I was tum- 
bling over and ever, hnd rolling and rolling at the 
rate of a fox- limit. ‘ God help me,’ says I, ‘but 
this is a jVetty pickle for a *pan to be seen 

in at this time of night : I am now sold fairly/ 
The word was not out of my mw.ith, when whiz ! 
what ^lould fly by rfos^ to my ear but a flock 
of wild geese ; all* the way from my own bog of 
Ballyasheenough, else how should they know me f 
‘ the ould gander, who was their general, turning 
about his head, cried out to me, ‘ Is that you, 
Dan ? ’ ‘ The same,’ said I, not a bit daunted 
now at what he said,Yor I w as by this fime used 
to all kinds of bedevilment^ and, besides, I knew 
him of oM. ‘ Good morrow to you,’ says he, 

‘ Daniel O’Rourke : how are you in health this 
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morning ? ’ ‘ Very well, sir,’ saye I, ^ I thank you 
kindly,’ drawing my breath, for I was mightily in 
want of som&. ‘ I hope yaur honour’s the same.’ 
‘I think ’t is falling' you are, Daniel,’ says he. 
‘ You may say thatx sir,’ says *1. ‘ And where 

are you going all the way so fast ? ’ said the 
gander. So 1 told Ifim how I had taken the drop, 
and how I came on the island, and how I lost my 
way in the bog, and how the thief of an eagle 
flew me uj) to the moon, and hew the man in the 
moon turned me out. ‘ Dan,’ said he, ‘ I’ll save 
you : put out your hand and catch me by the leg, 
and ril fly you home,’ ‘ Sweet is your hand in 
a pitcher of honey, my jewel,’ says J, though all 
the tinje J thought in myself that I don’t much 
trust you ; but there was no help, so I caught 
the gander by the leg, and awa^ 1 and the ocher 
geese flew^ after him as fast as hops. 

“ We flew, and’ we flew, and we flew, until we 
came right over the wide ocean. I knew it well, 
for 1 saw Cape Clear to my right hand, sticking 
up out of the yater. ‘ Ah ! my lord,’ said I to the 
goose, for I thought it best to keep a civil tongue 
in my head any way, ‘ fly to land if you ,9lease.’ 

< It is impossible, you see, Dan,’ said ho, < for a 
while, because you see^we are going to Arabia.’ 

< To Arabia I ’ said I ; * that s surely some place 
in foreign parts, far away. Oh I Mr. Goose : 
why then, to be sure, I’m a man to be pitied 
among^you.’ ‘ Whist, whist, you fool,’ said he, 

< hold yowT tongue ; I tell you Arabia is a very 
decent sort of place, as like West Carjiery as one 
egg is like another^ only tliere is a little more 
sand there.* 
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.Xust as we were talking, a sh^ hove in sight, 
scudding so beautiful before the vund : ^ Ah I 
then, sir,’ aaid I, ‘ willj^ou drop mejon the ship, 
if you please ?’ * We are Rot fair over it,* said 

he. We are,’ said I. ‘ \^|e are not,’ s^cj he : 

‘ If I dropped you now, you would go splash into 
the sea.’ ‘ I would not,’ say^ I : ‘ I know better 
than that, for it is just dean under us, so lefe me 
drop now at once.’ 

“ ‘ If you iTiu^t,<*you must,’ said he. • ‘ There, 
take your own way ;’ and he opened his claw, 
anti liiith he was right — sure enough I came down 
plump into the*vcry bottom of the Salt seal 
Down to the very bottom I v^ent, and I gave 
myself up then for ever, when a whajp walked 
up to me, scratching himself • afler his night’s 
sleep, and looked* me full in the face, and never 
the word did he say, but lifting up his tail, he 
splashed me all over again vWth the cold salt 
water, till there w'aknT a dry stitch upon my 
whole carcass ;• and I heard somebody saying — 
’twas a voice I knew too ‘/let up^you drunken 
brute, off of that ;’ and with that 1 woke up, and 
there ^s Judy with a tub fulU of water, which 
she was splashing 4iU ov^r me ; — for, rest her 
soul I though slftj was if good wife, she never 
could bear to see me in drink, and had a bitter 
’ hand of her own. 

“ ‘ Get up,’ said she again : ‘ and of all places 
in the parish, would no place sarve your t;urn to 
lie down upon but uifder the walls^sf Carrig- 
aphooka ? ^n uneasy resting 1 am sure you had 
of it.’ And sure enough 1 l^d ; for 1 was fairly 
bothered out of my senses irith eagles, and men 
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of the moon, and flying ganders, and whales, 
driving me through bogs, and up to the moon, 
and down ta^the botljam .if the greenr ocean. If 
I^was in drink ten times over, long would it be 
before. Td lie dowlj in the same spot ag;rin, I 
know that.” 
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THE CROOKEJtED B^CK. 

XVI. 

Peggy Barrett was once tall, well-shaped, 
and comely. She was in her youtl^ remarkable 
for two qualities, not often found together, of 
being the most* thrifty housewife, and* the best 
dancer in her native village of Ballyhooley. But 
she is now upwards of sixty years ^Id; and 
during the last ten years of her life, she has never 
been able to stand upright. lEIer back is bent , 
nearly to a level ; yet she has the freest use of 
all her limbs that can be enjoyed in such a pos- 
ture ; her health Is good, and her mind vigorous ; 
and, in the family of her eldesj: son, with whom 
she has lived since tlye death of her husband, she 
performs all the domestic servipes which her age, 
and the infirmity just mentioned, allow. She 
washes the potatoes, makhs^the fire, sweeps the 
house (labours in which •she good-humouredly 
says ||ie finds her crooked back mighty con- 
venient”), plays with tfie children, and tells stories 
to the family and flieir neighbouring friends, who 
often collect round her son’s fireside to hear them 
'during the long winter evenings. Her powers of 
conversation are highly extolled, both for humour 
and in narration ; and^ anecdotes of droll on awk- 
ward incidents, connected with the peftture in 
which she has been so long fixed, as well as the 
history of the occurrence to which she owes that 
misfortune, are favourite topics of her discourse. 
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Among other meters she is fondof relating how, 
on a certain rky/^t the close of a bad harvest, 
when several tenants of the estate onrwhich she 
liyed concerted in a field a petition for an abate- 
ment.^ qf rent, they placed the ipaper on wj|;iicli 
they wrote upon* her back, which was found no 
very inconvenient substitute for a table. 

Peggy, like all Experienced story-tellers, suited 
her tales, bolh in length and subject, to the audi- 
ence and <the occasion. She knew that, in broad 
daylight, when the sun shines brightly, and the 
trees are buddmg, and the birds singing around 
us, when men and women, like ourselves, are 
moving and speaking, employed variously in 
business or amusement; she knew, in short 
(though certainly^ without knowing or much caring 
wherefore), that when we are engaged about the 
realities of life and nature, we want that spirit of 
credulity, withouE which tales of the deepest in- 
terest will lose their power. At such times 
Peggy was brief, Very particular a^ to facts, and 
never dealt jn the cnarvellous. But round the 
blazing hearth of a Christmas evening, when in- 
fidelity is banished from all companies, a^ .least in 
low and simple life, asra qt^iality, to say the least 
of it, out of season ; when the winds of “ dark 
December” whistled bleakly round the walls, and 
almost through the doors of the little mansion, 
reminding it^inmates, that as the world is vexed 
by elements superior to human power, so it may 
be visitEd by beings of a%uperior nature:— » at 
such times would Pegg^ Barrett gi\3 full scope 
to her memory, or<her imagination, or both ; and 
upon one of tnese occasions, she gave the follow- 
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ing circumstantial account of th€ crookening of 
her back.” 

“ It wa» of all daysiin the year, the day before 
May-day, that I went out to the garden to wepd 
the^)otatoes. I* would notfhave gone pijt that 
day, but I was dull in myself, and sorrowful, and 
wanted to be alone ; all the Doys and girls were 
laughing and joking in the house, making goeling- 
balJs and dressing out ribands for tKe mummers 
next day. I couidn’t bear it 'Twas only at the 
Easter that was then past (and that’s ten years 
last Easter — I won’t forget the time), that I buried 
my poor man ; *and I thought how gay* and joyful 
I was, many a long year before that, at the May-^ 
eve before our wedding, when with Robin by my 
side, I sat cutting and sewing*the ribands for the 
goaling-ball I wks to give the boys on the next 
day, proud to be preferred above all the other 
girls of the banks of the Biackwater, by the hand- 
somest boy and the best hurler in the village ; 
so I lef( the house and went to the garden. 
I staid there all the day; and didn’t come home 
to dinner. 1 don't know how it was, but some* 
how I^ontinued on, weeding, and thinking sor* 
rowfully enough, and singing over some of the 
old songs that T sung m&ny and many a time in 
the days that are gone, and for them that never 
will come back to me to hear them. The truth 
is, I hated to go and sit silent and mournful 
among the people in the house, that were merry 
and young, and had*the best of their dkys before 
them. *Twas late before I thought of returning 
home, and I did not leave '4he garden till some 

h 2 . 
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time after sunset. The moonr was up ; but 
though ther^^ wasn’t a cloud to be seen, and 
though a star was winking here and th<ere in the 
sk^, the day wasn’t l^ng enough gone to have it 
clear ^nvoonlight ; 8ti$ it shone enough to n^ake 
every thing on one side of the heavens look pale 
and silvery-like; and the thin white mist was 
just beginning to creep along the fields. On the 
other skle, near where the sun was set, there was 
• more of daylight, and the sky Icofted angry, red, 
and fiery through the trees, like as if it was 
lighted up by a great town burning below. Every 
thing was as silent as a churchyard, only now and 
,then one could hear far off a dog barking, or a 
cow lowing after being milked. There wasn’t a 
creature to be seen on the road or in the fields. 
I wondered at this first, but theif I remembered 
it was May-eve, and that many a thing, both 
good and bad, would be wandering about that 
night, and that 1 ought to shun danger as well as 
others. So 1 walked on as quick as 1 could, and 
soon came to the endtofthe demesne wall, where 
the trees rise high and ^hick at each, side of the 
road, and almost^ meet at the top. My heart 
misgave me when I got /inder the shade. There 
was so much light let down fi’om the opening 
above, that 1 could see about a stone throw be- 
fore me. All of a sudden 1 heard a rustling 
among the branches, on the right side of the road, 
and saw something like a small black goat, only 
with long Vide horns turneef out instead of being 
bent backwards, standing upon its hincUlegs upon 
the top of the wall^and looking down on me« 
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My l)rcath was 'stopped, and I ^ouldn't move for 
near a minute. I couldn’t help, sAiehow, keep- 
ing my eyes fixed on It; ai|d ij, ne\^r stirred, but 
kept looking in the same fixed way down at me. 
Atiast 1 made a rush, and went on ; but*I jtlidn’t 
go ten steps, when I saw thr> v?ry same sight, on 
the wall to the left of me, standing in exactly the 
same manner, but three or four times as*high, 
and almost as tay as the tallest man. THe horns 
looked frightful : it gazed upon me as before ; 
my legs shoolc, rnd my teeth chattered, and I 
thought I would drop down dead* every moment. 
At last I felt as if I was obligeckto go on — and on 
I went; but it vras without feeling how I moved,* 
or whether my legs carried me. Just I passed 
the spot where ^Jiis frightful tiling was standing, 

I heard a noise as if something sprung fi om the 
wall, and felt like as if a heavy animal plumped 
down upon me, and held with the fore feet cling- 
ing to my shoulder, and the hind ones fixed in 
my gown, - that was folded and pinned up behind 
me. ’T is tlie wonder of m^ life cv"er since how I 
bore the sliock ; but so if was, I neither fell, nor 
even staggered with the weight, tiut walked on as if 
1 had the strengtii of teil^men, though 1 felt as if 
I couldn’t help moving, and couldn't stand still if 
I wished it. Though I gasped with fear, I knew 
as well as I do now what 1 was doing. 1 tried 
to cry out, but couldn't; 1 tried to run, but 
wasn’t able; I triecitolook back, bu^ nty head 
and neck were as if they were screwed in a vice. 
1 could bately roll my eyes on each side, and then 
I could see, as clearly and plainly as if it was in 
L 3* 



150 CROOKEKED BACK. 

the broad light the blessed sun, a black and 
cloven foot Ranted upon each of my shoulders. 
I heard a lo\' breatjfing*Jn my ear f I felt, at 
every step I took, my leg strike back against the 
feet c^' rile creature ttiat was on my back. Still 1 
could do nothing liuC; walk straight on. At last 
I came within sight of the house, and a welcome 
sight^it was to me, for I thought I would be re- 
leased when I reached it. I soon came close to 
the door, but it was shut ; I looked at the little 
window, but it was shut too, for tliey were more 
cautious ybout" May-eve than I was ; I saw the 
light inside, through the chinks of the door ; I 
• heard ^em talking and laughing witiiin ; I felt 
myself at* three yards disUuice from them that 
would die to save me ; — and mi^y the Lord save 
me from ever again feeling what 1 did that night, 
when I found mys<?lf held by what couldn't be 
good nor friendly, but withoKt the power to help 
myself, or to call my friends, or to put out my 
hand to knock, or even, to lift my leg *o strike 
the door, and let thcAi know that I was outside 
it ! 'T was as if my hands grew to my sides, and 
my feet were glued to the ground, or had the 
weight of a rock fixed tp^them. . At last I thought 
of blessing myself ; and iny right hand, that 
would do nothing else, did that for me. Still 
the weight . remained on my back, and all was as 
before. 1 blessed myself again : 'twas still all 
the saniiev I then gave myself up for lost : but 
I blessed myself a' third time, and my hand no 
sooner finished the sign, than all at once I felt 
the burthen spring dfl’ of my back : the door flew 
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open as if a clap of thunder b^st it, and I was 
pitched forward on my foreneacll in upon the 
middle of*the door. When I got up my back was 
crookened, and I never st<lod straight from that 
night to this blessed hour.’t 
There was a pause when Pgggy Barrett dhished. 
Those who had heard the story before had listened 
with a look of half-satisfied interest, blended, how- 
ever, with an expression of that serious. and so- 
lemn feeling, *vfhich always attends a tale of 
supernatural t'lvonders, how often soever told. 
They moved upon their seats out of the posture 
in which they had remained fixed durtng the nar- 
rative, and sat in an attitude ^hich denoted that 
their curiosity as to the cause of t\)jis strangS 
occurrence had been long since allayed. Those 
to whom it wfts before unknown still retained 
their look and posture of strained attention, and 
anxious but solemij expectation. A grandson of 
Peggy’s, about nine years old (not the child of 
the soi;^ with whom she lived), had never before 
heard the story. As it gjrew in .interest, he was 
observed to cling closer and closer to the old 
womvi’s side ; and at the close he was gazing 
steadfastly at her, with, his body bent back across 
her knees, and^liis face\urned up to hers, with a 
look, through which a disposition to weep seemed 
contending wiUi curiosity. After a moment’s 
pause, he could ho longer restrain his impatience, 
and catching her gray locks in one hiyid, while 
the tear of dread and wonder was just dropping 
from his eye-lash, he cried, “ Granny, what was 
it?” 

h 4k 
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The old womak smiled first at • the elder part 
of her audience, ^id then at her grandson, and 
patting him on the forehead, she said) “ It was 
the Phooka/* ' 


The Pouke or Phodca^ as tfke word is pronounced, means, in plain 
terms, the Evil One. “ Playing the puck,” a common Anglo-Irish 
phrase, i# equivalei^ to « playing the devil.” Much learning has been 
displayed in tracing this word through various languages, vide Quar- 
terly Review [vol. xxii.] &c. The coroinentatarsA>n Shakspeare derive 
the beautiful anfl frolicksome Puck of the Midsummer NighPs Dream 
from the mischievous Pouke. — Vide Drayton*s Nymphidin. 

“ This PUfck seems but a dreaming^dolt, 

Still walking like a ragged colt,” &c. 

In GoldingV translation <jA)vld*s Metamorphoses (1587) we find, 

** •— » a^ the countrie where Cbymscra, that samc,Poo^r, 

Hath goatish bodie^’ &c. 


The Irish Fhooka, in its nature, perfectly resembles the MaAr; and 
we have only to observe, that there is a pai(f;icular German tradition of 
a spirit, which sits among reeds and alder bushes ; and which, like the 
Pbooka, leaps upon the back of those who pass by in the night, and 
does not leave them till they faint and fall to the earth. ' * 

• Tub BEornERs Oeimm. 




FAIRY LECIENDS. 


THIERNA NA OGE. 



* On Lough.Neftgh*a bank, at the fisherman strays 
When the clear cold eve 's declining. 

He sees the round towers of other days 
In the wave beneath him shining.*’ 


Moore. , 
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FIOR USGA. 

XVII. 

A LITTLE way beyond the Gallows Green of 
Cork, and just gutside the town,Hherc is a great 
lough of water, where people ii^the winter go and 
skate for the sake of diversion ; but the sport 
above the water is nothing to what is ujsder it, for 
at the very bottom of this lough there are build- 
ings and gardens, far more beautiful than any now 
to be seen, and how they came there was in this 
manner. • 

Long before Saxon foot pressed Irish ground, 
there w^» a great king called Core, whose palace 
stood where the lough now is, in a round green 
valley, that was just a mile about. In the middle 
of tho court-yard was a spring of fair water, so 
pure, and so cle/ir, fhat it was the wonder of all 
the world. Much did tFie king rejoice at having 
so great a curiosity within his palace ; but as 
people came in crowds from far and near to draw 
the precious water of this spring, he was sorely 
afraid that in time jt might become dry ; so he 
caused a high wall to be built up rodnd it, and 
would allow nobody to have the water, which was 
a very great loss to the pooi'^eople living about the 
palace. Whenever he wanted any for himself, he 
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would send his daughter to get it, not liking to 
trust his sen ants with the key of the well-door, 
fearing that they might give some away. 

One night the king gave a grand entertainment, 
and there were many great pririces present, and 
lords* and nobles without end; and there were 
wonderful doings tnroughout the palace: there 
were, bonfires, whose blaze reached up to the very 
sky ; and dancing was there, to such sweet music, 
that it ought to have waked up' the dead out of 
their graves; and feasting was^ there in the 
greatest of plenty for all who came ; nor was 
any one turned away from the palace gates — 
but ^‘you’re welcome — you’re welcome, heartily,” 
' was the porters salute for all. 

Now it happened at this grand entertainment 
there was one young prince abdve all the rest 
mighty comely to behold, and as tall and as straig[ht 
as ever eye would wish to loqk on. Right merrily 
did he dance that night with the old king’s 
daughter, wheeling here, and wheeling there, as 
light as a featl^er, and footing it away to the ad- 
miration of every one.* The musicians played 
the better for seeing their dancing; and they 
danced as if their lives depended upon it. After 
all this dancing came tKe 8up[>er ; and the young 
prince was seated at table by the side of his beau- 
tiful partner, who smiled upon him as often as he 
spoke to her ; and that was by no means so often 
as he washed, for he had constantly to turn to the 
company and thank them for the many compli- 
ments passed upon his fair partner and himself. 

In the midst of this banquet, one of the great 
lords said to King Cere, ** May it please your 
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majesty, here is* every thing io| abundance that 
heart can wish for, both to eat and Mrink, except 
water.” 

“ Water I ” said the kin A mightily pleased at 
some one calling ^br that of which purposely jth ere 
was a want: “water shall you have, my ‘lord, 
speedily, and that of such a delicious kind, that 1 
challenge all the world to equal it. ^ Daughter,” 
said he, “ go fetch some in the golden vessel which 
I caused to be Aiade for the purpose.” • 

The king's daughter, who was palled Fior Usga, 
(which signifies, in English, Spring Water,) did 
not much like td be told to perform scf menial a 
service before so many people, *and though she 
did not venture to refuse the commai^ls of her 
father, yet hesitated to obey* him, and looked 
down upon the ground. The king, who loved 
his daughter very much, seeing thisj^ was sorry 
for what he had desired her to do, but having said 
the word, he was never known to recall it ; he 
therefore thought of a way to make his daughter 
go speeefily and fetch the water, and it was by 
proposing that the young prince her partner should 
go alon$ with her. Accordingly^ with a loud voice, 
he said, “ Daughter, I wonder not at your fearing 
to go alone so late at night ; but 1 doubt not the 
young prince at your side will go with you.” The 
prince was not displeased at hearing this; and 
taking the golden vessel in one hand, with the 
other led the king’s daughter out of the Jiall so 
gracefully that all present gazed.afler them with 
delight. 

When they came to the spring of water, in the 
court-yard of the palace, the fair Usga unlocked 
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the door with the greatest care, and stooping 
down with th'e golden vessel to take some of the 
water out of the well, fouwd the vessel so heavy 
that she lost ner bahlice and fell in. The young 
prince ♦ried in vain t;o save her, for the water rose 
and rose so fast, thgt the entire court-yard was 
speedily covered with it, and he hastened back 
almost in a state of distraction to the king. 

. The'door of the well being left open, the water, 
which had been so long complied, rejoiced at 
obtaining its liberty, rushed foith incessantly, 
every moment rising higher and higher, and was 
in the hall of the. entertainment sooner than the 
young prince himself, so that when he attempted 
to speak«<.o the king he was up to his neck in 
water. At length the water rose to such a 
height, that it filled the entire of the green valley 
in which the king’s palace stood, and so the pre- 
sent lough of Cork was fornn^ed. 

Yet the king and his guests were not drowned, 
as would now happen, if such an awful inundation 
were to take place ; neither was his daughter, the 
fair Usga, who returned to the banquet hall the 
very next night ^fter this dreadful event ; and 
every night since the esame entertainment and 
dancing goes on in the palace* at the bottom of 
the lough, and will last until some one has the 
luck to bring up out of it the golden vessel which 
was the cause of all this mischief. 

Nobody can doubt that it was a judgment upon 
the king* for his shutting up\he well in the court- 
yard from the poor people : and if there are any 
who do not credit m / story, they may go and see 
the lough of Cork, for there it is to be seen to this 
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day; the road toJCinsale passes at one side of it; 
and when its waters are low and cle8T> the tops of 
towers and stately buildings may be plainly viewed 
in the bottom by those who^ave g(y>d eyesight, 
without the help of spectaclJa. 
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CORMAC AND MARY.' 

( 

•XVIII. 

“ She is not dead — she has no grave — 
She lives hcneath Lough Corrib’s water * 

And irr the murmur of each wave 

Methinks I catch the songs l*'taught her. 

Thus many an evening on the shore 
Sat Cormac raving wild and lowly ; 

Still idly muttering o’er and o’er, 

She hves, detain’d by spells unholy. 

<< Death claims her not, too fair for earth, 
Her spirit lives — alien of heaven ; 

Nor will it know a second bifth 
When sinful mortals are forgiven ! 

“ Cold is this rock — the wind comes chill, 
And mists the gloomy waters cover ; i* 

But oh'I her soul is colder still — 

To lose her God — td leave her lover ! ” 

The lake was in profound repose, 

Yet one white wave came gently curling. 

And ast'it^reach’d the shore, ^arose 
Dim figures — banners gay unfurling. 

1 In the c^nty of Galway. 
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» ^ V 

Onward they move, an airy crowd ) 
llirough each thin form a moonlight ray shone ; 
While spear and helm, in ^^Y^geant:|)roud, 

Appear in liquid undulation. 


Bright barbed steeds curvetting tread 
Their trackless way with antic capers ; ‘ 
And curtain clouds hang overhead. 
Festoon’d bjy rainbow-colour *d vapours. 


And when a brbath of air would stir 

That drapery of Heaven’s bivui wreathing. 
Light wings of prismy gossamer , 

Just moved and sparkled to the breathing. 


Nor wanting was the choral song, 

Swelling in silv’ry chimes of sweetness ; 
To sound of which this subtile throng 
Advoiieed in playful grace and tleetness. 


With music’s strain, all came and went 
Upon poor C9rnidc’s doubting vision ; 

Now rising in wild merriment, 

Now softly fading in derision. 

“ Christ, save her soul,” he boldly cried j 
And when that Messed name was spoken, 
Fierce yells and fiendish shrieks replied, 
And vanished all, — th^spell was broken. 

M . 
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And now on ^or|ib’s lonely shoi’c. 

Freed by his word from power of faery, 
To life, to love, restored once more, 

Young Corinac w^comes back his Mary. 
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Larry Cotter had a farm on one side of l^ough 
Guri, and was thriving in it, for he was an indus- 
trious proper sOr^t of man, who would Jiave lived 
quietly and sol^'rly to the end of his days, but for 
the misfortune that came upon hipi, and you shall 
hear how that vas. He had as nieft a bit of 
meadow-land, down by the waiffer-side, as ever a 
man would wish for ; but its growth w^s spoiled 
entirely on him, and no one could tell how. 

One year after the other it was all ruined just 
in the same way : the bounds were well made up, 
and not a stone of them was disturbed ; neither 
could his neighbourV cattle have been guilty of 
the trespas^ for they were spancelled-; but how- 
ever it was done, the gras^ of the meadow ^vas 
destroyed, which was a great loss to Larry. 

“ What in the wide world .will I do ? ” said 
Larry Cotter to his neighbour, Tom Welsh, wdio 
was a very decent sort of fnan himself ; “ that bit 
of meadow-land, which I am paying the great 
•rent for, is doing nothing at all to make it for me; 
and the times are bitter bad, without the help of 
that to make them worse.” 

“ ’T is true for ydu, Larry,” replied® Welsh : 
the times are bitter bad — no doubt of that ; 

1 In tliG county of Linerick. 

2 Spancelled — fetterc(!> 

M 2 
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but may be if yqu were to watch by night, you 
might make Sut all about it: sure there 's Mick 
and Terry, my two boys, ^will watch »with you ; 
for 't is a thoi^and pij^ies any honest man like you 
shoulil be ruined in such a schertiing way.** , 
Accordingly, tfiex^ollowing night, Larry Cotter, 
witli Welch*s two sons, took their station in a 
.corner of the meadow. It was just at the full of 
the m6on, which w’as shining beautifully down 
upon the lake, that was as calftf all over as the 
sky itself; not a cloud was.thercrto be seen any 
where, nor a sound to be heard, but the ery of 
the corncreaks agswering one another across the 
water. 

“ Boys ! bo)'8 1 ** said Larry, ‘‘ look there ! 
look there I but for your lives don’t make a bit 
of noise, nor stir a step till I say the word.** * 
They looked, and saw a great fat cow, followed 
by seven milk-white heifers, gloving on the smooth 
surface of the lake towards the meadow. 

“ *T is not Tim Dwyer the piperi* cow, any 
way, that danced aH the flesh off her bones,*' 
whispered Miek to his brother. 

“Now, boys!^ said Larry Cotter, vhen he 
saw the fine cow and hef seven white heifers 
fairly in the meadow,' “get between them and 
the lake if you can, and, no matter who they be- 
long to, we *11 just put them into the pound.** ’ 
But the cow must have overheard Larry speak* 
ing, for down she went in a great hurry to the 
shore ot the lake, and into'it with her, before all 
their eyes : away made the seven lieifers after 
her, but the boys got down to the bank before 
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them, and work enough they Ipad to drive them 
up from the lake to Larry Cotter* 

Larry drove the ^ven heifers, and beautrful 
beasts they were, to the pc^nd ; Ijjlit after lie had 
thc’4i there for three days, and could hpar*of no 
owner, he took them out, ayd^put them up in a 
field of his own. There- he kept them, and they 
were thriving mighty well with hjm, until one 
night the gatt^ of the field was left open; and in 
the morning tlj^J seven heifers were geme. Larry 
cjould not get any account of •them after; and, 
beyond all doujit, it was back into the lake they 
went. Wherever they came ^rom, o* to what- 
ever world they belonged, Larry Cotter never^ 
had a crop of grass oft* the meadow thiough their 
means. So he took to drink, fairly out of the 
grief; and it whs the drink that killed him, they 
say. 
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THE ENCIIANTJED LAKE. 

XX. 

In the west of Ireland there was a lake, and no 
doubt it is there still, in*which many young men 
had been at various times drowned. What made 
the circhmstancc remarkable was, that the bodies 
of the dro^^ned persons we/e nev^ found. Peo- 
ple naturally wondered at this : and at length 
the lake pame ‘‘to have a bad repute. Many 
dreadful stories w^re told about that lake ; some 
^would affirm, that on a dark night its waters ap- 
peared like fire — others would speak of horrid 
forms which were s^en to glide ovqr it ; and every 
*one agreed that a strange sulphureous smell issued 
from out of it. 

There lived, not far distant from this lake, a 
young farmer, named Roderick Keating, who was 
about to be married to one of the prettie,st girls 
in that part of the country. On his return from 
Limerick, where he had been to purchase the 
wedding-ring, he cdhic up with two or thre6 of his 
acquaintance, who wxre* standing on the shore, 
and they began to joke with him about Peggy 
Honan. One said that young Delaney, his rival, 
had in his absence contrived to win the affection 
of his mistress ; — but Roderick's confidence in 
his intemled bride was too gr^at to be disturbed 
at this tale, and putting his hand in his pocket, 
he produced and held up with a significant look 
the wedding-ring. A^hewas turning it between 
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his fore-finger and thumb, in token of triumph, 
somehow or other the ring fell fronf his hand, and 
rolled into the lake# Roderick looked after it 
with the greatest sorrow; it was ngt so much for 
its v^lue, though it had celt hiirf half-a-g^iinea, 
as for the ill-luck of the th^g ; and the -water 
was so deep, that there jvas little chance of re- 
covering it. His companions laughed at him, 
and he in vain endeavoured to tempt any 0/ them 
by the offer of^ handsome reward to jdive after 
the ring: they Were all as little ii^clined to venture 
as Roderick Keating himself ; for,the tales which 
they had heard Vhen children Avere strongly im- 
pressed on their memories, atfd a superstitious 
dread filled the mind of each. 

“ Must I then go back to limerick \o buy an- 
other ring ? ” exclaimed the young farmer. “ Will 
not ten times what the ring cost tempt any one 
of you to venture after it ? ” 

There Avas AA ithin* hearing a man Avho was con- 
sidered t(v be a poor, crazy, half-witted fellow, 
but he Was as harmless a child, and used to 
go AA'andering up and dovpii througli the country 
from o^e place to another. WJien he heard of so 
great a reward, Paddecn^ for that was his name, 
spoke out, and* said, tlffit if Roderick Keating 
would give him encouragement equal to Avhat he 
had offered to others, he was ready to venture 
after the ring into the lake ; and Paddeen, all tlie* 
while he spoke, looked as covetous after the sport 
as the money. 

“ I'll take you at your Avord,” said Keating. 
So Paddeen pulled off his» coat, and without a 
single sellable more, down be plunged, head fore- 
M 4 
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most, into the lake : what depth: he went ta, no 
one can tell Exactly ; but he was going, going, 
going down through the \^iter, until « the water 
parted from him, and/ le came upon the dry land ; 
the sky, and the light, and everything, was tliere 
just as it is here and he saw fine pleasure- 
grounds, with an elegant avenue through them, 
and a ^rand house, with a power of steps going 
up to the door. When he had recovered from 
his wonder at finding the land dry and com- 
fortable under the water, he looxed about hirn, 
‘and what should he see but all the young men 
that were tlrowned working away m the pleasure- 
grounds as if notliing had ever happened to them. 
Some of t^em were mowing down the grass, and 
more were settling out the gravel walks, and 
doing all manner of nice work, us neat and as 
clever as if they had never been drowned ; and 
they were singing away with^high glee : — 

“ She is fair as Cappoquin : 

Have you courage her to win ? 

And hen wealth it far outshines 
Cullen’s bog and CilTermincs. 

She exceeds^ all heart can wish ; 

Not brawling like the Fpherish, 

But as the brightlj-iflowing ^.ee, 

Graceful, mild, an& pure is she ! ** 

Well, Paddeen could not but look at the young « 
Then, for he knew some of them before they were 
lost in the lake ; but he said nothing, though he 
thought A great deal more for all that, like an 
oyster : — no, not the wind of a word passed his 
lips ; so on he went Awards the big house, bold 
enough, as if he had .seen nothing to speak of; 
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yet jail tlie time mightily wishing to know w^ho 
the young woman could be that tl|e young men 
were singijig the song about. 

When he had nearly reached the door of the 
great house, out walks froA the jfitchen a pow”- 
erfuf fat woman, moving alon^ Jike a bei'r-tarrel 
on tw’o legs, with teeth as big as horses teeth, 
and up she made towards him. 

“ Good morrow, Paddeen,” said she. 

“ Good mor«)>v, Ma’am,” said he. 

“ What hroii^ht you here ? ” said slie. 

’Tis after Rory Keating’s gold ring,” said he, 

“ I *m come.” • 

Here it is for you,” said P»ldeen’s fat friend, 
with a smile on her face that moved like boiling • 
stirabout [gruel]. ^ 

“ Thank you. Ma’am,” replied Paddeen, taking ^ 
it from her : — “I need not say the Lord increase 
you, for you’re fat enough already. Will you tell 
me, if you please, atn 1 to go back tlie same way 
I came ? ” 

“ Then you did not come to marry me ? ” cried 
the corpulent woman, in g despenfte fury. 

“ Just wait till I come back again, my darling,” 
said Pilddecn : ’gi to be paid for my message, 

and I must return wdth t6e answer, or else they ’ll 
wonder what has become of me.” 

“ Never mind the money,” said the fat woman : 

“ if you marry me, you shall live for ever and a 
day in that house, and want for nothing.” 

Paddeen saw clearly that, having got j^ctssession 
of the ring, the fat woman had no power to de- 
tain him ; so without minding any thing she said, 
he kept moving and moving down the avenue, 
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quite quietly, and looking about liim ; for, to tell 
the truth, h^ had no particular inclination to 
marry a fat fairj'. When he came to the gate, 
without ever ^ying good b ye/out he bolted, and 
he found the ^vater doming all about him again. 
Up he jJlunged Ov'ough it, and wonder enough 
there was, when Paddqen was seen swimming 
away at the opposite side of the lake ; but he 
soon m^de the shore, and told Roderick Keating, 
and the o^her boys that were stav^ding there look- 
ing out for him, all that had happraed. Roderick 
paid him the guineas for the ring on the spot ; 
and Paddeen thought himself so i ich with such a 
sum of money in his pocket, that he did not go 
back to marry the fat lady with the fine house at 
the bottoiA of the Jake, knowing she had plenty 
of young men to choose a husband from, if she 
pleased to be married. 
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THE LEGEND OF (^’DONPGHUE. 
XXL 

In an age so distant that the precise period is 
unknown, a chieftain named O'Donhghu^ luled 
over the country ^which surrounds the ^romantic 
Lougli Lean, niJw called the lake of Killarney. 
Wisdom, beneficence, and justice distinguished 
liis reign, and tlie prosperity and ]*appin«ss of his 
subjects were tlicir natural rescdts. He is said 
to have been as renowned for his warlike exploits 
as for his pacific virtues ; and ^s a proof that his 
domestic admini^ration was not the less rigorous 
because it was mild, a rocky island is pointed out 
to strangers, called O’Donoghue’s Prison,” in 
w hich this prince oiftc confined his own son for 
some act of disorder and disobedience. 

His emil— for it cannot correctly be called his 
death — was singular and inysterioiTs. At one of 
those splendid feasts for which his court was 
celebrated, surroundcvl by the most distinguished 
of his subjects. Ire was eiigaged in a prophetic 
relation of the events which were to happen in 
ages yet to come. His auditors listened, now 
wrapt in wonder, now fired with indignation, 
burning with shame, or melted into sorrow, as he 
faithfully detailed the heroism, the injua^s, the 
crimes, and the miseries of their descendants. 
In the midst of his predictions he rose slowly from 
his sent, advanced with a solemn, measured, and 
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majestic tread to the shore of tholake, and walked 
forward comjfmsedly upon its unyielding surface. 
When he had nearly reached the centre', he paused 
for a moment then fiurning slowly round, looked 
towards his friends, and waving his arms to them 
with the cheerful ^jr of one taking a short fare- 
well, disappeared from, their view. 

The memory of the good O’Donoghue has been 
cherished by successive generations with aftec- 
tionate reverence : and it is be>V;yed that at sun- 
rise, on every May-day morning, the anniversary 
of his departure, he revisits his ancient domains : 
a favoured few only are in general permitted to 
see him, and this distinction is always an omen of 
good fortune to the beholders : when it is granted 
to many, it is a sure token of an abundant har- 
vest, — a blessing, the want of which during this 
prince s reign was never felt by his people. 

Some years have elapsed since the last appear- 
ance of O’Donoghue, The April of that year had 
been remarkably wild and stormy ; but on May- 
morning the^fury o^ the elements had altoge- 
ther subsided. The ahr was hushed and still ; and 
the sky, which was reflected in the serene lake, 
resembled a beautiful but deceitful countenance, 
whose smiles, after the most tempestuous emo- 
tions,' tempt the stranger to believe that it belongs 
to a soul which no passion has ever ruffled. 

The first beams of the rising sun were just 
gilding the lofty summit of Glenaa, when the 
waters near the eastern shores of the lake became 
suddenly and violently agitated, though all the 
rest of its surface Iry smooth and still as a tomb 



THE LEGEND OP 0*D0N0GHUE. 173 

of pblished marble ; the next mon^nt a foaming 
wave darted forward, and, like a proud high- 
crested wat-horse, exulting in his strength, rushed 
across the lake towards Tocfnies iribuntain. Be- 
hind. this wave appeared a stately warpioi'fully 
armed, mounted upon a miK-Vhitc steed ; his 
snowy plume waved gracefully from a helmet of 
polished steel, and at his back fluUered a light 
blue scarf. TJic horse, apparently exulting in 
his noble burde/^ii sprang after the wavtf along the 
welter, which bore him up like (inn earth, while 
showers of sprgy that glittered •brightly in the 
morning sun were dashed up a^ every t)ound. 

The warrior was O’Donoghuc ; he was followed 
by numberless youths and maidens, A^dio moved 
lightly and unconstrained ovcV the watery plain, 
as the moonlight fairies glide through the fields 
of air ; they were linked together by garlands 
of delicious spring flowers, and they timed their 
movements to strains of enchanting melody. 
When O'Donoghue had nearly reached the west- 
ern side of the lake, he suiWenly turned his steed, 
and directed his course lilong the wood-fringed 
shore <%f (Menaa, preceded by the huge wave that 
curled and foan\ed up a»high as the horse’s neck, 
whose fiery nostrils snorted above it. The long 
train of attendants followed with playful devi- 
ations the track of their leader, and moved on with 
unabated fleetness to their celestial music, till 
gradually, as they entered the narrow strait be- 
tween Glenaa and Dinis, they became involved in 
the mists which still partially floated over the 
lakes, and faded from the tiew of the wondering 
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beholders : the sound of their music still fell 

upon the ear, and echo, catching up the harmo- 
nious strains, fondly repeated and prolonged them 
in soft and s«|^er topes, till the last faint repeti- 
tion died awa^, and the hearers awoke as frpm a 
dream of bliss. ‘ 


' Thicrna na Oge^ or the Country of Youth, isrtho name given to the 
foregoing secfion, from the belief that th(>sc*^.ho ilwcll in regions of 
enchantment beneath the water arc not afTcctetl by the movements of 
time.; 






LEGENDS OF THEtMERROW. 


THE LADY OF GOLLERUS. 

XXIL 

On the shore of Smerwick harbour, one fine sunv 
tner*s morning, just at day-break, stood Dick 
Fitzgerald “ shoghing the dudeen,'’ which may be 
translated, smoking his pipe. The sun was gra* 
dually rising behind the lofty Brandon, the dark 
sea was getting ^dbn in the light, and the mists 
clearing ayay out of the valleys went rolling 
and curling like the smoke from the comer of 
Dick*s mouth. 

“ *T is just the pattern of |i pretty morning,” 
said Dick, taking the pipje from between his lips, 

. and looking towards the distant ocean, which lay 
as still and tranquil as a tomb of polished marble. 
Well, to be* sure,” continued he, after a pause, 
'tis mighty lonesome to be talking to one’s self 
by way of company, and not to have another soul 
to answer one — nefthing but the child«of one’s 
own voice, the echo I 1 know this, that if I had 
the luck, or may be«the n^sfortune,” said Dick 
with a melancholy smile, ^*,to have the woman, it 
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would not be this way witli me I — and what in 
the wide world is a man w'ithout a wife ? lie’s 
no more surely than a bottle without a drop of 
drink in it, or ^lancing w’ithout music, or the left 
leg ot A scissars, gr a fishing line without a l.xook, 
or any other matter that is no ways complete. — 
Is it not so?” said Dick Fitzgerald, casting his 
eyes lowardr a rock upon the strand, which, 
though it could not speak, stood^up as firm and 
looked as bold as ever Kerry witness did. 

But what was his astonishment at beholding, 
just at the foot of that rock, a beautiful young crea- 
ture combing her hair, which was of a sea-green 
.colour; and now the salt water shining on it, 
appeared, {*n the morning light, like melted butter 
upon cabbage. 

* Dick guessed at once tliat sh6 was a Merrow, 
although he had never seen one before, for he 
-spied the co/iuleen driuth, or little enchanted 
cap, which the sea people use for diving down 
into the ocean, lying upon the strand, near her ; 
and he had beard, that if once he could possess 
himself of the cap, she w'ould lose tlie power of 
going away into tiie water : so he seized it with 
all speed, and she, hearing the noise, turned her 
head about as natural as any Christian. 

When the Merrow saw that her little diving- 
cap was gone, the salt tears — doubly salt, no 
doubt, from her — came trickling down her cheeks, 
and sh^ began a low mournful cry with just the 
tender voice of a new-born infant. Dick, although 
he knew well enough what she was. crying for, 
determined to kee^ the cohuleen drttuhy let her 
cry ^ever so much, to see what luck would come 
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out t)f it. Yet* he could not helj| pitying her 
and when the dumb thing looked up in his face, 
and her clfeeks all menstwith tears, ’twas enough 
to make any one feel, let alone who had 

ever ^ and always, like most of hfs countrymen, 
a mighty tender heart of his o'^. 

“ Don’t cry, my darling,” said Dick Fitzgerald ; 
but the Morrow, like any bold child, only cried 
the more for tl^it. * 

Dick sat liimself down by her side^ and took 
liQld of her hand, by way of* comforting her. 
’T was in no particular an ugly hand, only there 
was a small web between the fingers, as there b 
in a duck’s foot ; but ’twas as thin 'and as white 
as the skin between egg and shell. 

What’s your name, my darling ? ” says Dick, 
thinking to maKe her conversant with him ; but 
he got no answer ; and he was certain sure now, 
either that she coulvl not speak, or did not under- 
stand him : he therefore squeezed her liand in 
his, as the*only way he had of talking to her. 
It’s the universal langua^ ; and Uiere’s not a 
w'oman in the world, be sue fish or lady, that does 
not unikerstand it. 

The Merrow did hot seem much displeased at 
this inode of conversation ; and, making an end 
of her whining all at once — “ Man,” says she, 
looking up in Dick Fitzgerakfs face, ‘‘ Man, will 
you eat me ? ” 

By all the red petticoats and check* aprons 
between Dingle and Tralee,” cried Dick, jumping 
up in amazement, I ’d as Soon eat myself, my 
jewel 1 Is it I eat jfbu, pet? — Now, ’twas 
some ugly ill-looking thief of a fish put that notion 
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into your owiinpretty head, with 'the nice gteen 
hair down upon it, that is so cleanly combed out 
this morning I ** ** 

“ Man,” saili^ the Merrow, “ what will you do 
with rne>*if you \y>n’t eat me ? ” 

Dick’s thought^ere running on a wife : he 
saw, at the first glimpse, *that she was handsome ; 
but since she spoke, and spoke too like any real 
woman," he was fairly in love wi^h her. ’Twas 
the neat way she called him man, that settled 
the matter entirely. , 

“ Fish,*/ says ‘Dick, trying to speak to her after 
her own short fashion ; “ fish,” says he, “ here ’s 
my word, fresh and fasting, for you this blessed 
morning, that I’ll make you mistress Fitzgerald 
before all the world, and that’s what I’ll do.” 

Never say the word twice,” *says she ; Tm 
ready and willing to be yours, mister Fitzgerald; 
but stop, if you please, ’till I«.twist up my hair.” 

It was some time before she had settled it en- 
tirely to her liking ; for she guessed^ I suppose, 
that she was^'going fimong strangers, w*licre she 
would be looked at. When that was done, the 
Merrow put the *comb in her pocket, atid then 
bent down her head apd whispered some words 
to the water tliat was close to the foot of the 
rock. 

Dick saw the murmur of the words upon the 
top of the sea, going out towards the wide ocean, 
just liH£ a breath of wind « rippling along, and, 
says he, in the greatest wonder, << Is it speaking 
you are, my darling, to the salt water ?” 

It’s nothing els§;” sa^k she, quite carelessly, 
^ Tm just sending W’ord home to my father, not 



THE LADY OF GOLLERUS. 181 

to be waiting breakfast for me ; ju^t to keep him 
from being uneasy in liis mind.” 

“ And «who’s youf father, my duck ? ” says 
Dick. * ^ 

^Vhat ! ” said the Merrow, did you cievcr 
hear of my father? he’s the^’‘iXng of tfee waves, 
to be sure ! ” 

“ And yourself, then, is a real king’s daughter ?” 
said Dick, opening his two eyes to take aiull and 
true survey ofliis wife that was to be.. 

^ “ Ob, I’m nothing else but a made man with 
you, and a king your father ; — to be sure he has 
all the money that’s down in the bottom of the 
sea!” 

Money,” repeated the Merrow ‘‘ what’s ' 
money ? ” 

‘‘ ’Tis no bad thing to have w^hen one wants* 
it,” replied Dick ; and may be now the fishes 
liave the understanding to bring up whatever 
you bid them ? ” 

“ Oh I yes,” said the Merrow, ‘‘ they bring me 
what Dwant.” ^ ^ 

To speak the truth, then,” said Dick, “ *tis 
a stra% bed 1 have at home before you, and that, 
I’m thinking, is ifo ways fitting for a king’s 
daughter: so if ’twouM not be displeasing to 
you, just to mention, a nice feather bed, with a 
pair of new blankets — but what am 1 talking 
about? may be you have uat such things as beds 
down under the water ?” 

“ By all means,”* said she, Mr. Fit^erald — 
plenty of beds at your service. I Ve fourteen 
oyster beds of my own, not to mention one just 
planting for the rearing of.young ones.” 

V 3 
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You liavj/’ says Dick, scralcliing his head 
and looking a little puzzled. “ 'Tis a feather 
bed I was speaking of — ^but clearly, yours is 
the very cut (^f a decent plan, to have bed and 
suppfcr go han\ly to each other, that a pjjrson 
when they’d hav^^ie one, need never ask ibr the 
other.” 

However, J)ed or no bed, money or no money, 
Dick Fitzgerald determined to iparry the Mor- 
row, and* the Merrow had given her consent. 
Away they went, therefore, across the 8trai:\d, 
from Gollerus . to Ballinrunnig,^ where Father 
Fitzgibboh happened to be that morning. 

“ There are two words to this bargain, Dick 
Fitzgeral4%’* said his Reverence, looking mighty 
glum. “ And is it a fishy woman you’d marry? — 
the Lord preserve us ! — Send the scaly creature 
home to her own people, that’s my advice to you, 
wherever she came from.” . 

Dick had the cohiileen drUUk in his hand, and 
was about to give it back to the Merrow, who 
looked covetpiisly at k, but he thought fbr a mo- 
ment, and then, says h4 — 

“ Please youi^ Reverence, she ’s king’s 
daughter.” 

** If she was the daughter of fifty kings,” said 
Father Fitzgibbon, “ I tell you, you can't marry 
her, she being a fish.” 

“ Please your Reverence,” said Dick again, in 
an und^r tone, she is as mild and as beautiful 
as the i%on.” 

If she was as .mild and as beautiful as the 
sun, moon, and stars, «ali put together, I tell you, 
Dick Fitzgerald,” said the Priest, stamping his 
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riglrt foot, ‘‘ you can’t marry her, she being a 
fish ! ” 

“ But she has all t?ie gold that’s down in the 
sea only for the asking, and I’m a^made man if I 
mar^y her ; and,” said Dick, looking up slily, “ I 
can make it worth any one'sVhile to do the 
job.” • . , . 

“ Oh ! that alters the case entirely,” replied 
the Priest; “why there’s some reason •now in 
what you say : why did n’t you tell me this before ? 
— marry her by all means if sh^ was ten times a 
fish. Money, you know, is not tp be refused in 
these bad tim&, and I may as well •have the 
hansel of it as another, that may be would not 
take half the pains in counselling you as 1 have 
done.” 

So Father Fitzgibbon married Dick Fitzgerald, 
to the Merrow, and like any loving couple, they 
returned to Gollcrus well ])leascd witli each othen 
Every thing prospered with Dick — he was at the 
sunny side^of the world ; the Merrow made the 
best ot^ wives, and they Jived together in the 
greatest contentment. 

It w^ wonderful to see, considering where she 
had been brought uf), how she would busy herself 
about the house, and hbw well she nursed the 
children ; for, at the end of three years, there 
were as many young Fitzgeralds — two boys and 
a girl. 

In short, Dick weifi a happy man, and so he 
might have continued to the end of his d&ys, if he 
had only the sense to take proper care of what 
he had got ; many another^aan, however, beside 
Dick, has not had wit enough to do that. 

N 4? 
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One day y^hen Dick was obliged to gO to 
Tralee, he left his wife, minding the children at 
home after him, and thinking she had plenty to 
do wUhout disturbing his fishing tackle. 

Dibk was no^s^iier gone than Mrs. Filzgpvald 
set about clean in^p the house, and chancing to 
pull down a fishing net, what should she find be- 
hind it in a hole in the wall but her own cohuleen 
driutk, * 

She took it out and looked at it, and then she 
thought of her father the king, and her mother 
the queen, and her brothers and sisters, and she 
felt a longing to go back to them. 

She sat down on a little stool and thought over 
the happy days she had spent under the sea ; then 
she looked at her children, and thought on the 
love and affection of poor Dick, ahd how it would 
break his heart to lose her. « But,” says she, 
‘‘ he won^t lose roe entirely, for I'll come back to 
him again, and who can blame me for going to 
see my father and my mother after being so long 
away from th^m.’' i 

She got up and wertt towards the door, but 
came back again to look once more at the child 
that was sleeping in the cradle. She kissed it 
gently, and as she kissed it, a tear trembled for 
an instant in her eye and then Tell on its rosy 
cheek. She wiped away the tear, and turning to 
the eldest little girl, told her to t^e good care of 
her brothers, and to be a good child herself, until 
she cam% back. The Merrow then went down to 
the strand. — The sea was lying calm and smooth, 
just heaving and glK*tenn^ in the sun, and she 
thought she heard a faint sweet singing, inviting 
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her Co come down. All her old ide^s and feelings 
came flooding over her mind, Dick and her child- 
ren were at the instaift forgotten, and placing the 
cohulem driuth on her head; she pl^inged in. 

Di^k came home in the evening, and missing 
his wife, he asked Kathelin, his^ little ^irl, what 
had become of her mothor, but she. could not tell 
him. He then enquired of the neighbours, and 
he learned that^she was seen going towaids the 
strand with a strange looking thing like. a cocked 
hqt in her hand. He returned .to his cabin to 
search for the cohuleen driuth, Jl was gone, and 
the truth now dashed upon him^ 

Year after year did Dick Fitzgerald wait, ex- 
pecting the return of his wife, but he*^iever saw 
her more. Dick never married again, always 
thinking that thfe Merrow would sooner or later 
return to him, and nothing could ever persuade 
him but that her fa^icr the king kept her below 
by main force ; For,” said Dick, “ she surely 
would not of herself give up her husband and her 
childrefT.” 

While she was with Ifim, she was so good a 
wife in« every respect, that to this day she is 
spoken of in the tradition of the country as the 
pattern for one, under thS name of the Lady of 
Gollerus. 
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xxiir. 

The aRcienr burial-place of the Cantillon family 
was on an island in Ballyheigh Bay. This 
island was situated at no great distance from 
the shore, and gt a remote period was overflowed 
in one oP the incroachments which the Atlantic 
has made on that part of the coast of Kerry. 
The fishermen declare they have often seen the 
ruined wails of an old chapel beneath them in 
r the water, as they sailed over •the clear green 
sea, of a sunny afternoon. ^ However this may 
be, it is well known that the Cantillons were, 
like most other Irish families, strongly attached 
to their ancient burial-place; and this attach- 
ment led to the custorn, when any of the family 
died, of carrying the'^ corpse to the sea-side, 
where the coffin was left on the shor^ within 
reach of the tide. In the diorning it had disap- 
peared, being, as was tfaditionally believed, con- 
veyed away by the ancestors of the deceased to 
their family tomb. 

1 << The neighbouring inhabitants,” says Dr. Smith, in 
his Histtiry of Kerry, speaking of ^Ballyheigh, “ show some 
rocks visible in this bay only at low tides, .which, they say, 
are the remains of an island, that was formerly the burial** 
place of the family of Cihtillon,'thc ancient prc^irietors of 
Ballyheigh.” p. 210. « 
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Connor Crowe, a county Clare jnan, was re- 
lated to the Cantillons by marriage. “ Connor 
Mac in Crsagh, of th^ seven quarters of Brein- 
tragh,” as he was commonly oallec^ and a proud 
man he was of the name. Connor be it known, 
would drink a quart of salt watt^*, for its medi- 
cinal virtues, before breakfast ; and for the same 
reason, I suppose, double that quantity of raw 
whiskey between breakfast and night, which last 
he did with as little inconvenience to himself as 
any man in the barony of Moyfeyrta ; and were I 
to add Clandcralaw and Ibrickan, J don’t think I 
should say wrong. 

On the death of Florence cTantillon, Connor 
Crowe was determined to satisfy himijelf about 
the truth of this story of the old church under 
the sea : so wheti he heard the news of the old 
fellow’s death, away with him to Ardfert, where 
Flory was laid out in high style, and a beautiful 
corpse he made. 

Flory had been as jolly and as rollocking a boy 
in his d&y as ever was stretched, ^nd his wake 
was in every respect worCliy of him. There was 
all kind ^f entertainment and ail sort of diversion 
at it, and no less thati th**ee girls got husbands 
there — more luck to the%n. Every thing was as 
it should be : all that side of the country, from 
Dingle to Tarbert, was at the funeral* The Keen 
was sung long and bitterly; and, according to the 
family custom, the coffin was carried to Bally- 
heigh strand, whereat was laid upon the shore 
with a prayer for the repose of the dead. 

The mourners departed, me group after an- 
other, and at last Connor Oowe was left alone : 
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he then pulled out his whiskey bottle, his drop of 
comfort as he called it, which he required, being 
in grief ; and down he sat upon a big stone that 
was sheltered by a projecting rock, and partly 
conbealed from view, to await with patience the 
appearance of tHb ghostly undertakers. 

The evening came on mild and beautiful ; he 
whistled an old air which he had heard in his 
childhood, hoping to keep idle fears out of his 
head ; but the wild strain of that melody brought 
a thousand recollections with it, which only made 
the twilight appear more pensive. 

“ If ’t Was near the gloomy tower of Dunmore, 
in my own sweet county, I was,” said Connor 
Crowe, with a sigh, “ one might well believe 
that the prisoners, who were murdered long ago, 
there in the vaults under the caltle, would be the 
hands to carry off the coffin out of envy, for never 
a one of them was buried decently, nor had as 
much as a coffin amongst them all. ’Tis often, 
sure enough, I have heard lamentations and great 
mourning coming from the vaults of Dunmore 
Castle ; but,” continued he, after fondly pressing 
his lips to the mouth of his. companion aud silent 
comforter, the whiskey bot‘tle, “ didn’t I know 
all the time well enou^i,’twas the dismal sound- 
ing waves working through the cliffs and hollows 
of the rocks, and fretting themselves to foam' 
Oh then, Dunmore Castle, it is you that are the 
gloomv looking tower on a gloomy day, with the 
gloomjr hills behind you ; wnen one has gloomy 
thoughts on their heart, and sees you like a ghost 
rising out of the smske made by the kelp burners 
on the strand, there is, the Lord save us I as fear- 
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fill a look about you as about the B]u(^ Man's Lake 
at midnight. Well then, any how,'’ said Connor, 
after a pause, is it not a blessed night, thoug^ 
surely the moon looks mighty* pale -in the facer 
St. Senan himself between us ^nJ all kind's of 
harm.'*' 

It was, in truth, a lovely moonlight night ; no- 
thing was to be seen around but thq^dark rocks, 
and the white pjpbbly beach, upon which the sea 
broke with a hoarse and melancholy •murmur. 
Connor, notwithstanding his frequent draughts, 
felt rather queerish, and almost began to repent 
his curiosity. It was certainly solemft sight to 
behold the black coffin resting upon the white 
strand. His imagination gradually con)(erted the 
deep moaning of old ocean into a mournful wail 
for the dead, and from the shadowy recesses of 
the rocks he imaged forth strange and visionary 
forms. ^ 

As the night advanced, Connor became weary 
with watching ; he caught himself more than 
once in^he fact of nodding^when siqldenly giving 
his head a shake, he wbuld look towards the 
black coffin. But the narrow house of death re- 
mained unmoved beiore him. 

It was long past miclnight, and the moon 
was sinking into the sea, when he heard the 
sound of many voices, which gradually became 
stronger, above the heavy and monotonous roll of 
the sea: he listened, and presently coulc^ distin- 
guish a Keen, of exquisite sweetness, the notes of 
which rose and fell with the heaving of the waves, 
whose deep murmur taingldd with and supported 
the strain ! 
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The Keen, ‘▼rew louder and louder^ and sedmed 
to approach the beach, and then fell into a low 
plaintive wail. As it ended, Connor beheld a 
number of strfinge, and in the dim light, mystc- 
rious-loojcing fljnires, emerge from the sea, and 
surround the comii, wliich they prepared to launch 
into the water. 

‘‘ Tliis copies of marrying with the creatures 
of earth,” said one of the figure.^ in a clear, yet 
hollow tone. 

“ True,” replied another, with a voice still 
more fearful, ^ our king would never have com- 
manded his gnai^ing white-toothed waves to de 
vour the rocky roots of the island cemetery, had 
not his dj^ughter, Durfulla, been buried there by 
her mortal husband ! ” 

But the time will come,” said a third, bend- 
ing over the coffin. 

“ When mortal eye — our,w'ork shall spy, 

And mortal ear — our dirge shall hear.” 

“ Then,” said a fourth, “ our barial of the 
Cantillons isjit an end for ever I” 

As this was spoken, che coffin was borne from 
the beach by a retiring wave, and the 'ompany 
of sea people prepared<^ to follow it : but at the 
moment, one chanced to discover Connor Crowe, 
as fixed with wonder and as motionless with fear 
as the stone on which he sat. 

“ The time is come,” cried the unearthly 
being,, the time is come*^ a human eye looks 
on the forms of ocean, a human ear has heard 
their voices ; farewell to the Cantillons ; the sons 
of the sea are no longer doTomed to bury the dust 
of the earth I ” 
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OAe after the other turned slowly round, and 
regarded Connor Crowe, who still remained as 
if bound by a spell. Again arose their funeral 
song ; and on the next wave they^ followed th^ 
coffin. The sound of the lamentation died away, 
and at length nothing was heard but the rush of 
waters, llie coffin and 4he train of sea people 
sank over the old church-yard, and ^ never,, since 
the funeral of gld Flory Cantillon, fiave -any of 
the family been carried to the strand »of Bally- 
heygh, for conveyance to their > rightful burial- 
place, beneath the waves of the Atlantic. 
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THE LORD OF DUNKERRON. 
XXIV. 

The iprd of Dunkerron ^ — O’Sullivan More, 
Why se^ks he at midnight the sd'a-beaten shore ? 
His bark lies in haven, his hounds are asleep; 

No foes are abroad on the land or the,deep. 

Yet nightly the^lord of Dunkerron is known 
On the wild shore to watch and to wander alone ; 
For a beautiful spirit of ocean, ’t is said, 

The lord of Dunkerron would v/in to his bed. 

When, by moonlight, the waters were hush’d to 
repose, 

That beautiful spirit of ocean arose 

Her hair, full of lustre, just floated and fell 

O'er her bosom, that heav’d with a billowy swell. 

Long, long had he lov’tf her — long vainly essay’d 
To lure from her dwelling the coy ocean maid ; 
And long had he wander’d and watch’d by the tide^ 
To claim the fair spirit O’Sullivan’s bride I 

1 remains of Dunkerron Castle are distant about a 
mile from the village of Kenmare, in the county of Kerry. 
It is recorded to have been built in 1596, by Owen O’SulU- 
van More. — \Mor^i i& merely an cpitliet signifying the 
Great-] 
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The’maiden she gazed on the creature of earth, 
Whose voice in her breast to a feeling gave birth ; 
Then smil^ ; and, abashed as a maiden might be* 
Looking down, gently sank to her hgme in the^e^ 

Though gentle that smile, as the moonlight above, 
O’Sullivan felt 't was the 'dawning of love, 

And hope came on hope, spreading over his mind, 
Like the eddy <jif circles her wake left befiind. 

The lord of Dunkerron he plunge^d in the waves, 
And sought through the fierce rush of waters, 
their caves ; 

The gloom of whose depth studded over with 
spars, 

Had the glitter of midnight when lit up by stars* 

Who can tell or can fancy the treasures that sleep 
Intombed in the wonderful womb of the deep ? 
The pearls and the gems, as if valueless, thrown 
To lie ’n%id the sea-wrack concealed lypid unknown. 

Down, down went tli(p maid, — ^still the chieftain 
pursued ; ^ 

Who flies must be followed ere she can be wooed. 
Untempted by treasures, unawed by alarms. 

The maiden at length he has clasped in his arms I 

They rose from the^deep by a smooth-spreading 
strand. 

Whence beauty and verdure stretch’d over the 
land. 
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Twas an isb of enchantment ! and lightly the 
breeze, ^ 

Wi’fh a musical murmur, just crept through the 
trees. 

< 

The haze-woven shroud of that newly bom isle, 
Sofllv faded away, from a magical pile, 

Ap alace of«crystal, whose bright-beaming sheen 
Had the tints of the rainbow — ,jred, yellow, and 
gre^n. 

And grqttoes, 'fantastic in hue and in form, 

Were there, as«dung up — the wild sport o the 
storm ; 

Yet all was so cloudless, so lovely, and calm. 

It seemed but a region of sunshine and balm. 

« Here, here shall we dwell in a dream of delight, 
Where the glories of earth and of ocean unite ! 
Yet, loved son/of earth ! I must from thee away ; 
There are laws which e’en Spirits are bound to 
obeyr 

« Once more must I v;sit the chief of niy race, 
His sanction to gain eie I meet thy embrace. 

In a moment I dive to the chambers beneath : 
One cause can detain me — one only — 't ir 
death I ” 

I'hej^arted in soirow, with* vows true and fond; 
The language of promise had nothing beyond. 

His soul all on fire,«with anxiety burns : 

The moment is gone — but no maiden returns. 
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Whai sounds from the deep meet his terrified ear — 
What accents of rage ^nd of grief does he hear ? 
What sees Ihe ? what change has come over the 
flood — 

What tinges its green with a jet^jy'^of blopd ? ' 

Can he doubt what the gush of warm blood would 
explain ? 

That she sought the consent of her monarch in 
vain 1 

For see all around him, in white rfoam and froth, 
The waves of thg ocean boil up iir their wroth I 

The palace of crystal has melted in air. 

And the dies of the rainbow no longer are there ; 
The grottoes with vapour and clouds are o'ercast, 
The sunshine is darkness — the vision has past ! 

Loud, loud was the call of his serfs for their chief; 
They sought him with accents of wailing and grief : 
He heard, and he struggled — a wave to the shore. 
Exhausted and faint, bear| O* Sullivan More 1 
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.THE WONDERFUL TUNE. 

XXV. 

Maurice Connor was the king, and that’s no 
small word, of all the pipers in Munster. He 
could play jig and planxty without end, and Ollis- 
trum’s March, «and the Eagle’s Whistle, and the 
Hen’s Concert, /ind odd tunes of every sort and 
kind- But he knew one, far more surprising than 
the restj^which had in it the power to set every 
thing dead or alive dancing. 

In what way he learned it is beyond my know- 
ledge, for he was mighty cautious about telling 
how he came by so wonderful a tune. At the 
very first note of that tune, the brogues began 
shaking upon the feet of all who heaid it — old or 
young it mi^ttered not — just as if their* brogues 
had the ague; then thte feet began going — going 
— going from under them, and at las^. up and 
away with them, daiicmg like mad ! — whisking 
here, there, and everywhere, like a straw in a storm 
— there was no halting while the music lasted I 
Not a fair, nor a wedding, nor a patron ih 
the seven parishes round, was counted worth the 

S eakipg of without blind Maurice and his pipes.” 

is mother, poor woman, used to lead him about 
from one place to another, just like a dog. 

Down through Iweragh ^ a place that ought to 
be proud of itself, for ’tis Daniel O’Connell’s coun- 



THE WONDERFUL TUNE. 197 

try— i- Maurice Connor and his mothqf were taking 
their rounds. Beyond all other places Iveragh is 
the place for stormy coast and steep mountains : 
as proper a spot it is as any in Ireland to get yoiijiiiir' 
self drowned, or your neck broken *on the laTid, 
should you prefer that. But, notwithstanding, 
in Ballinskellig bay there as a neat bit of ground, 
well fitted for divQfsion, and down^ from it, to- 
wards the water^ is a clean smooth piece of*strand 
— the dead image of a calm summer’s sea on a 
moonlight night, with just the curl of the small 
waves upon it. • 

Here it was thTat Maurice’s music had* brought 
from all parts a great gathering oi the young men 
and the young women — O the darlints / — for 
’twas not every day the strand of Trafraska was 
stirred up by the*voice of a bagpipe. The dance 
began ; and as pretty a rinkafadda it was as ever 
was danced. “ Brave music,” said every body, 
“ and well done,” wlien Maurice stopped. 

“ More pjwer to your elbow-, Maurice, and a 
fair wim^ in the bellows,” ^ried Paddy Dorman, 
a hump-backed dancing-mtster, who was there to 
keep ord^. “ ’Tis £^pity,” said he, “ if we’d let 
the piper run dry after such music; 't would be a 
disgrace to Iveragh, that didn’t come on it since 
the week of the three Sundays.” So, as well be- 
came him, for he was always a decent man, says 
he : ‘‘ Did you drink, piper?” ^ 

“ I will, sir,” says Maurice, answering the ques- , 
tion on the safe side. Tor you never yet knew jpij^ 
or schoolmaster who refused his drink. 

“ What will you drimk, Maurice ? ” says Paddy. 

I’m no ways particular,” says Maurice ; I. 
o 3 
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drink any tbing, and give God thanks, barring 
raw water: but if 'tis all tjie same to you, mister 
Dorman, may* be you wouldn’t lend ifie the loan 
te^a glass of ^hiskey.” 

^ L\e no gta^, Maurice,” said Paddy; “ I ’ve 
only the bottle.*^ ^ 

« Let that be no hindrance,” answered Maurice ; 
“ my mouth just holds a glass to the drop ; often 
I Ve tried it, sure.” 

So Paddy Dorman trusted him with the bottle 
— more fool was he ; and, to his cost, he found 
that though Maurice’s mouth mi^ht not hold more 
than the^'glass aj*. one time, yet, owing to the hole 
in his throat, it took many a filling. 

Tha^ was no bad whiskey neither,” says Mau- 
rice, handing back the empty bottle. 

^ ** By the holy frost, then I” tfeys Paddy, “ ’tis 

but could comfort there’s in that bottle now ; and 
’tis your word we must take, for the strength of 
the whiskey, for you've left us no sample to judge 
by and to be sure Maurice had ncl:. 

Now I need not tell any gentleman •Dr lady 
with common understafhding, that if he or she was 
to drink an honest bottle of^whiskey at rone pull, 
it is not at all the same thing as drinking a bottle 
of water ; and in the ^hole course of my life, I 
never knew more than five men who could do so 
without being overtaken by the liquor. Of these 
Maurice Connor was not one, though he had a 
stiff head enough of his own ~ he was fairly tipsy. 
DSifTttiink 1 blame him for* it; ’tis often a good 
man’s case ; but true is the word that says, when 
liquor ’s in sense iscout;”<*and puff, at a breath, 
before you could say “ Lord, save us !” out he 
blasted his wonderful tune. 
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'Twas really then beyond all belief or telling 
the dancing. Mauric^e himself could not keep 
quiet ; staggering now on one leg, now on the 
other, and rolling about like a ship in a cross 
trying to humour the tune. There^ti^as his mo^r 
too, Moving her old bones as light as the youngest 
girl of them all : but her dancing, no, nor the 
dancing of all the rest, is not worthy the speaking 
about to the wgrk that was going on down upon 
the strand. Every inch of it covered with all 
nt^nner of fish jumping and plunging about to the 
music, and every moment more and more would 
tumble in out or the water, charaied by the won- 
derful tune. Crabs of monstrous size spun round 
and round on one claw with the nimbleness of a 
dancing-master, and twirled and tossed tlieir other 
claws about like limbs that did not belong to them^ 
It was a sight surprising to behold. But perhaps 
you may have heard of father Florence Conry, a 
Franciscan friar, and a great Irish poet ; an 
ddna^ as they used to call him — a wallet of poems. 
If you have not, he was unpleasant a man as one 
would wish to drink witl^of a hot summer’s day ; 
and he hRs rhymed out all abou| the dancing fishes 
so neatly, that it would be a thousand pities not 
to give you his verses ; to here’s my hand at an 
upset of them into English : 

The big seals in motion, 

Like waves of the ocean 
Or goiity feet prancing, 

Came heading the gay fish, 

Cra^, lobsters, and cray fish, 
determined on ^ncing. 
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T^ie sweet sounds they follow’d, 
The gasping cod swallow’d ; 

’T was tvonderfu*!, really ! 

And turbot and Rounder, 

’iMjd Rsh that were rounder, 

Jbs| caper’d as gaily. 

John-dorics catnc tripping ; 

Dull hake by their slipping 
* * To frisk it seem’d given ; 
Bright mackrel went springing, 
Like small rainbows winging 
Thdir Right up to heaven. 

• 

The whiting and haddock 
Left salt water paddock ^ 

This dance to be put in : 
Where skate with Rat faces 
Edged out some odd plaices ; 
But soles kept tlieir footing. 

Sprats and herrings iu powers 
Of silvery showers 
All number out-number’d. 
And great li^ so lengthy 
Were there in cuch plenty 
The shore was encjpmber’d. 

The scollop and oyster 
Their two shells did roister. 
Like castanets fitting ; 

While limpets moved clearly, 
And rocks very nearly 
With laughter were splitting. 


Never was such an ullabuUoo in this world, be- 
fore or since ; 'twas aSl if heaven and earth were 
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commg together ; and all out of l^aurice Con-i 
nor’s wonderful tune ! 

In the height of all* these doings, what should 
there be dancing among the outlandish set offish^ 
but a beautiful young woman — as |/bautiful as^e 
dawi:*of day I She had a cocke^d hat upon her 
head; from under it her Jong green hair — just 
the colour of the sea — fell down behind, without 
hinderancc to her dancing. Her teefh were like 
rows of pearl ; her lips for all the world looked 
like red coral ; and she had an elegant gown, as 
white as the foam of the wave, wjth little rows of 
purple and red siba weeds settled out upon it : for 
you never yet saw a lady, under fhe water or over 
the water, who had not a good notion of dressing 
herself out. 

Up she danced at last to Maurice, who was^ 
flinging his feet from under l\im as fast as hops — 
for nothing in this world could keep still w'hile 
that tune of his was*going on — and says she to 
him, chaunling it out with a voice as sweet as 
honey -r 

** I’m a lady of hdhour 
Who liae in the sea j 
Coira down, Maurice Comior, 

And be marrjcd to me. 

** Silver plates and gold dishes 
You shall have, and shall be 
The king of the fishes,'' 

When you ’re married to me.” 

Drink was strong in Maurice’s head, and out he 
chaunted in return fqir her ^eat civility. It is 
not every lady, may be, that would be after making 
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such an ofteiL to a blind piper ; therefore ’iwas 
only right in him to give her as good as she gave 
herself — so says Maurice,* 

“ obliged to you, madam : 

OiT a gold dish or plate, 

If a king, and I !iad ’em, 

1 could dine in great state. 

“.With your own father’s daughter 
I ’d be sure to agree ; »► 

« But to drink the salt water 
Wouldn’t do so with me ! ” 

The ladydooked at him quite amazed, and swing- 
ing her head from side to side like a great scholar, 

‘‘ Well,” says she, ‘‘ Maurice, if you're not a 
poet, wheVe is poetry to be found ? ” 

^ In this way they kept on at «t, framing high 
compliments ; one answering the other, and their 
feet going with the music as fast as their tongues. 
All the fish kept dancing too ! Maurice heard the 
datter, and was afraid to stop playing lest it might 
be displeasing to the fish, and not blowing what 
so many of thefm may take it into their heads to 
do to him if they got vexe(L|> 

Well, the lady with, the green hair Kept on 
coaxing of Maurice with soft speeches, till at last 
she overpersuaded him to promise to marry her, 
and be king over the hshes, great and small.* 
Maurice was well fitted to be Uieir king, if they 
^vanted one that could make them dance ; and he 
sorgl^^ould drink, barring the salt water, with 
any fish of them all. 

When Maurice’s giother, saw him, with that 
unnatural thing in the form of a green-haired 
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lady as his guide, and he and she dancing down 
together so lovingly ^o the water’s edge, through 
the thick the fishes, she called out after him to 
stop and come back. “ Oh then,” says she,JJJ>w 
if I was not widow enough b^o/e, there he is 
goirl^ away from me to be married to tliat scaly 
woman. And who knows but *tis grandmother I 
may be to a hake or a cod — Lord Ijelp and pity 
me, but *tis a qiighty unnatural thing! — and may 
be *tis boiling and eating my own grandchild 111 
ly, with a bit of salt butter, and I not knowing 
it! — Oh Maurice, Maurice, if there’s any love 
or nature left m you, come bjck to ^our own 
oald mother, who reared you like a decent Chris- 
tian I ’• ^ , 

Then the poor woman began to cry and ulla- 
goane so finely*that it would do any one good ta» 
hear her. 

Maurice was not, long getting to the rim of the 
water ; there he kept playing and dancing on as 
if nothing if as the matter, and a great thundering 
wave (mming in towards^him ready to swallow 
him up alive ; but as he^ould not see it, he did 
not feai« it. His n!|»ther it was who saw it plainly 
through the big tears that were rolling down her 
dieeks ; and, though she* saw it, and her heart was 
aching as much as ever mother’s heart ached for 
a son, she kept dancing, dancing, all the time for 
the bare life of her. Certain it was she could not 
help it, for Maurice never stopped playing thi|t 
wonderful tune of tiis^ 

He only turned the bothered ear to the sound 
of his mother’s voioe, fearing it might put him . 
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out in his step^, aiid all the answer he made back 
was — 

“ Whisht with you, mother — sure I’m going 
to be king over the fishes down in the sea, and 
for a token of and a sign that I’m alive and 
well, I ’ll send you in, every twelvemonth on this 
day, a piece of burned wood to Trafraska.” Mau- 
rice had not the power to say a word more, for 
the strange lady with the sgreen hair seeing the 
wave just .upon them, covered him up with her- 
self in a thing like a cloak with a big hood to it, 
and the wave culling over twice as hi^h as tlieir 
heads, buiiSt upon the strand, with a rush and a 
roar that might be heard as far as Cape Clear. 

That da^ twelvemonth the piece of burned 
Wood came ashore in Trafraska. It was a queer 
^ing for Maurice to think of sending all the way 
from the bottom of the sea. A gown or a pair of 
shoes would have been something like a present 
for his poor mother ; but he had said it, and he 
kept his word. The bit of burned wood regulafiy 
came ashore oq the anointed day for as good, 
ay, and better than a hundred years. The day 
is now forgotten, aqd may berthat is the reason 
why people say how Maurice Connor has stopped 
sending the luck-token to his mother. Poor wo- 
man, she did not live to get as much as one of 
them ; for what through the loss of Maurice, and 
the fear of eating her own grandchildren, she died 
iA three weeks after the dance — some say it was 
the^ fatigue that killed her, ‘^but whichever it 
was, Mrs. Connor was decently buried with her 
*.own peojjle. ^ ^ 

Seafaring men have often heard, off the coast 
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of Kerry, on a still night, the scgLind of music 
coming up from the yater ; and some, who have 
had good ears, could plainly distinguish Maurice 
Connor’s voice singing these words to his pipes : 

Beautiful shore, vith thy spreifhihg strahd. 

Thy crystal water, and diamond sand ; 

Never would I have {farted from thee 
But for the sake of my fair ladie.' 


t This is almost a literal translation of a lUnn in the 
well-known song of Deardra. 




The Irish MA-rma, correctly written or ^HotluAC, answers 

exactly to the English Mermaid, being compounded of tho Sea, 

and O15, a maid. It is also used to express a sea-monster, like the Ar. 
moric and Cori^sh Morhuek, to which it evidentlv bears analogy. 

In Irish, SAiij^ubA, and Suirt6 are 

various names for sca-nymphs or mermaids. The romantic historians of 
Ireland describe the Suire as playing round the ships of the Milesians when 
da their passaged to that Island. 




** Then wonder not at headless folk^ 

Since every day you greet ’em ; 

Nor treat old stories as a joke, 

When fools you^daily meet ’em."— 2%e Legeniflrp, 

** Says the flriar, ’t is strange headless horses should trot*' 

Old Sono. 



THE DULLAHAN. 


THE GOOD WOMAN. ‘ 

XXVL 

In a pleasant and not iinpicturesque valley of 
the Wliite Knight’s Country, at the foot of the , 
Galtec mountains, lived Larry Dodd and his wife 
Nancy. They rented a cabin and a few acres of* 
land, which they cultivated with great care, and 
its crops rewarded their industry. They were 
independent and respected by their neighbours ; 
they loved e^ich other in a marriageable sort of 
way, an^ few couples had^ altogether more the 
appearance of comfort about them. 

Larry yas a hard Vorking, apd, occasionally, a 
hard drinking, Dutch-built, little man, with a 
fiddle head ai;d a round* stern; a steady-going 
straight-forward fellow, barring when he carried 
voo much whiskey, which, it must be confessed, 
might occasionally prevent his walking the chalked 
line with perfect philomathical accuracy. JHehac^ 
a moist ruddy countfinance, rather inclined to an 
expression of gravity, and particularly so in the 
morning ; but, taken all tog^her, he was gene- 
rally looked upon as a marvellously proper person. 
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notwithstanding he had, every day in the year, a 
sort of unholy dew upon » his face, even in the 
coldest weather, which gave rise to a' supposition 
^tHiongst censorious persons, of course), that 
Larry was apt 1>J indulge in strong and frequent 
potations. However, all men of talents have their 
faults, — indeed, who is without them ; — and as 
Larry, setting aside his domestic virtues and skill 
in farming, was decidedly the most distinguii^hed 
breaker bf horses for forty miles round, he must 
be ill some degree excused, considering the induce- 
ments of the stirrup cup,** and the fox-hunting 
society in whieV he mixed, if he had also been the 
greatest drunkard in the county : but, in truth, 
this was not the case. 

Larry was a man of mixed habits, as well in 
his mode of life and his drink, as in his costume. 
His dress accorded well with his character — a 
sort of half-and-half between farmer and horse- 
jockey. He wore a blue coat of coarse cloth, with 
short skirts, and a stand-up collar ; his waistcoat 
was red, and his lower habiliments were made of 
leather, which in course of time had shrunk so 
much, that they ftted like st second skin ; and long 
use had absorbed their; moisture to such a degree, 
that they made a strange sort of crackling noise 
as he walked along. A hat covered with oil skin ; 
a cutting-whip, all worn and jagged at the end ; a 
pair of second-hand, or, to speak more correctly, 
V second-footed, greasy top-bqots, that seemed never 
to have imbibefd a refreshing draught of Warren’s 
blacking of matchless lustre I — and one spur with- 
out a rowel, completed die eveiy-day dress of 
Larry Dodd. 
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Tlius equipped was Larry returning from Ca- 
shel, mounted on a yough-coated and wall-eyed 
nag, thoug^i, notwithstanding these and a few other 
trifling blemishes, a well-built animal ; havjiig 
just purchased the said nag, witji ft fancyr that he 
coul(?rnake his own money again of his bargain, 
and, may be, turn an odcLpenny more by it at the 
ensuing Kildorrery fair. Well pleased with him- 
self, he trotted /air and easy along the rosfdin the 
delicious and lingering twilight of a lorely June 
evening, thinking of nothing at all, only whistling, 
and wondering would horses always be so low. 
“ If they go at this rate,” said he^to himSelt^ for 
half nothing, and that paid in butter buyer’s notes, 
who would be the fool to walk?” ^|'his very 
thought, indeed, was passing in his mind, when 
his attention w?ts roused by a woman pacing 
quickly by the side of his horse, and hurrying on, 
as if endeavouring to^ reach her destination before 
the night closed in. Her figure, considering the 
long strides *she took, appeared to be under the 
commoi^ size — rather of tjie dumpy order ; but 
further, as to whether th^ damsel was young or 
old, fair ^r brown, ^jretty or Jugly, Larry could 
form no precise notion, from her wearing a large 
cloak (the usu^l garb of tife female Irish peasant), 
the hood of which was turned up, and completely 
t^oncealed Qvery feature. 

Enveloped in this mass of dark and concealing 
drapery, the strange woman, without mu^i exer^* 
tion, contrived to ked^ up with Larry Dodd's steed 
for some time, when his master very civilly offered 
her a lifl behind him, «s far ^ he was going her 
way. “ Civility begets civility,” they say ; how- 
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ever he received no answer; and thinking that the 
lady’s silence proceeded only from bashfulness, like 
a man of true gallantry, not a word morte said Larry 
until he pulled up by the side of a gap, and then 
says he,. “ MfiK'oUeen heg ^ just jump up behind 
me, without a word more, though never* a one 
have you spoke, arid I ’U take you save and sound 
through the lonesome bit of road that is before 
us.” ‘ r 

She jumped at the offer, sure enough, and up 
with her on the back of the horse as light qis a 
feather. an instant there she was seated up 
behind Larry, lyith her hand and arm buckled 
round his waist holding on. 

“ I hope you’re comfortable there, my dear,” 
said Larry, in his own good-humoured way ; but 
there was no answer ; and on they went — trot, 
trot, trot — along the road and all was so still 
and so quiet, that you might,havc heard the sound 
of the hoofs on the limestone a mile off : for that 
matter there was nothing else to hdar except the 
moaning of^a distant stream, that kept up a con- 
tinued cronaiie 2, like h nurse hushoing. Larry, 
who had a keen ear, did iicfc, however,^require so 
profound a silence to detect the click of one of the 
shoes. “ 'Tis only loose the sho^ is,” said he to 
his companion, as they were just entering on the 
lonesome bit of road of which he had before spoked. 
Some . old trees, with huge trunks, all covered, and 
irregular branches festooned with ivy, grew over 
a dark pool of water, which* had been formed as 
a drinking-place for cattle ;’and in the distance 

1 My little girl. 

ft A monotonous song ; a drowsy humming noise. 
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was seen the majestic head of Gaulteft-more. Here 
the horse, as if in grgteful recognition, made a 
dead halt ; ^nd Larry, not knowing what vicious 
tricks his new purchase might have, and unwilling 
that through any odd chance tliejyoung woman 
shoul<y get in the water, dismounted, thinking 

to lead the horse quietly by the pool. 

“ By the piper's luck, that always found, what 
he w'anted,” saidJLarry, recollecting himself, “ 1 Ve 
a nail in my pocket : 'tis not the first time I Ve 
pu^ on a shoe, and may be it won’t be the last ; 
for here is no want of paving-stones to make ham- 
mers in plenty.” * 

No sooner was Larry off than off with a spring 
came the young woman just at his side. ^Hcr feet 
touched the ground without making the least noise 
in life, and awa^ she bounded like an ill-man-J* 
iiered wench, as she was, without saying ‘‘ by your 
leave,” or no matter ,what else. She seemed to 
glide rather than run, not along the road, but 
across a field,*up towards the old ivy-covered walls 
of Kilnaslattery church — §nd a pretty church it 
was. 

“ Not §0 fast, if ^u please,*young woman — 
not so fast,” cried Larry, calling after her : but 
away she ran, .and Larry*followed, his leathern 

f arment, already described, crack, crick, crackling 
t every step he took. “ Where ’s my wages ? ** 
said Larry : “ Thorum pog^ ma colleen oge — 
sure IVe earned a kiss from your pair oC pretty^ 
lips — and Fll have* it too 1” But she went on 
faster and faster, regardless of these and other 

1 Give me fi kiss, my^oung girL 

F 3 
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flattering speeches from her pursuer : at last she 
came to the churchyard wall, and then nver with 
her in an instant. 

“ Well, she’f a mighty smart creature anyhow. 
To be sur^, howrteat she steps upon her pasterns! 
Did any one ever see the like of that befort ; — 
but I ’ll not be baulked by any woman that ever 
wore a head, or any ditch either,'’ exclaimed Larry, 
as with ‘a desperate bound he vaulted, scrambled, 
and tumbied over the wall into the churchyard. 
Up he got from die elastic sod of a newly made 
grave in which^Tade Leary that morning was 
buried — resthisooul! — and on went Larry, stum- 
bling over head-stones and foot-stones, over old 
•graves and new' graves, pieces of coffins, and the 
skulls and bones of dead men — the Lord save us ! 

— that w’ere scattered about there as plenty as 
paving-stones ; floundering amidst great over- 
grown dock-leaves and brambles that, with their 
long prickly arms, tangled round his limbs, and 
held him back with a fearful grasp. * Mean time 
the merry w^nch in tl^ cloak moved through ail 
these obstructions as evbnly and as gaily as if the 
churchyard, crowded up as^ it was with graves 
and gravestones (for people came to be buried 
there from far and near), hud beenithe floor of a 
dancing-room. Round and round the walls of 
the old church she went. “ Til just wait,*' said 
Larry, seeing this, and thinking it all nothing but 
a trick tp frighten him ; ** when she comes round 
again, if I don’t take the kiss,' I won't, that’s all, 

— and here she is !” Larry Dodd sprang forward 
with open arms, and«jlapse<i in them — a woman, 
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it is'true — but a woman witHbut ayy lips to kiss, 
by reason of her having no head ! 

“ Murder ! ’* cricdlie. “ Well, that accounts 
for her not speaking.” Having uttered these 
words, Larry himself became dumii with fear and 
astonishment; his blood seemed fiifrned to ice, and 
a dizziness came over him ; and, staggering like 
a drunken man, he rolled against the broken win- 
dow of the ruin, horrified at the conVictipn that 
lie had actuall3f held a Dullahan in his embrace ! 

When he recovered to something like a feeling 
of consciousness, he slowly opened his eyes, and 
then, indeed, a scene of wonder burst upon him. 
Ill the midst of the ruin stood tin .old wheel of 
torture, ornamented with heads, like Cork gaol, 
when the heads of Murty Sullivan and other gen-* 
tlenien were stuck upon it. This was plainly 
visible in the strange light which spread itself 
around. It was fearful to behold, but Larry could 
not choose but look? for his limbs were powerless 
through the«wonder and the fear. Useless as it 
was, he would have called for help, but his tongue 
cleaved to the roof of lyS mouth, and not one 
word could he say* In short, there was Larry, 
gazing tlirough a shattered window of the old 
church, with eyes bleared and almost starting 
from their sockets ; his breast rested on the thick- 
ness of the wall, over which, on one side, his head 
and outstretched neck projected, and on the other, 
although one toe touched the ground, it derived 
no support from thtnee : terror, as it w^re, kept 
him balanced. Strange noises assailed his ears, 
until at last they tii^gled painfully to the sharp ^ 
clatter of little bells, which %ept up a continued* 
V 4 
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ding — ding— ♦. ding — ding : marrowless bones 
rattled and clanked, and the deep and solemn sound 
of a great bell came booming on the night wind. 


’T as a»spectre rung 
' TbaV Dell when it swung — 

Swing-swang ! 

And the chain it squeaked, 

^nd the pulley creaked, 

Swing-svvang ! 

And with every roll 
Of the' deep death toll 
Ding-dong ! 

The hollow vault rang 
A.i the clap])er went bang, 

Ding-dong ! 

It was strange music to dance by ; nevertheless, 
moving to it, round and round the wheel set with 
skulls, were well dressed ladies and gentlemen, 
and soldiers and sailors, and priests and publicans, 
and jockeys and jennys, but all without their heads. 
Some poor skeletons, whose bleached bon^s were 
ill covered by moth-eater palls, and who were not 
admitted into the . ring, amused themselves by 
bowling their brainless noddles at one another, 
which seemed to enjoy clie sport ^eyond mea- 
sure. 

Larry did not know what to think ; his brains < 
were all in a mist ; and losing the balance which 
he had so long maintained, he fell head foremost 
in%o the ihidst of the company of Dullahans. 

I’m done for and lost for ever,” roared Larry, 
.with his heels turned, towards the stars, and souse 
down he came. 
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“•Welcome, Larry Dodd, wcIcotikj,” cried every 
head, bobbing up and down in the air. “ A drink 
for Larry Dodd,'* shouted they; as with one voice, 
that quavered like a shake on the bagpipes. No 
sooner said than done, for a jpltyer at heads, 
catching his own as it was bowfed af him, for 
fear of its going astray, jj^uniped up, put the head, 
without a word, under liis left arm, and, with the 
right stretched out, presented a brimming cup to 
Larry, who, to show his manners, drank^it off like 
a man. / 

*“ *Tis capital stuff,” he would^have said, w'hich 
surely it was, bflt he got no further ♦han cap, 
when decapitated was he, and %isi head began 
dancing over his shoulders like those of the rest 
of the party. Larry, however, was ndl the first* 
man who lost hts head through the temptation of 
looking at the bottom of a brimming cup. No- 
thing more did he remember clearly, — for it seems 
body and head being parted is not very favourable 
to thought, ^ but a great hurry scurry with the 
noise of carriages and the cracking of whips. 

When his senses retained, his fii^t act was to 
put up his hand to ^here his lu^ad formerly grew, 
and to his great joy there he found it still. He 
then shook it^gently, buf his head remained firm 
enough, and somewhat assured at this, he pro- 
ceeded to open his eyes and look around him. It 
was broad daylight, and in the old church of Kil- 
naslattery he found himself lying, with that head, 
the loss of which h^ had anticipated, qufetly rest- 
ing, poor youth, “ upon the lap of earth.” Could 
it have been an ugly dream Oh no,” said Larry,, 
“ a dream could never have brought me here. 
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stretched on the flat of my back, with that death’s 
head and cross marrow bones forenenting me on 
the flne old tombstone there that wa» faced by 
Pat Kearney • of Kilcrea — but where is the 
horse ? ” He up slowly, every joint aching 
with pain 'from the bruises he had receivee^, and 
went to the pool of wate^, but no horse was there. 
“ ’Tis homc^I must go,” said Larry, with a rueful 
countenance ; “ but how will I face Nancy ? — 
what will J tell her about the horse* and the seven 
1. 0. LVs that he cost me ? — 'Tis theniDullahans 
that have made tiheir ow^n of him from me — tlie 
horsestealing robbers of the world, that have no 
fear of the gallows ! — but what’s gone is gone, 
that’s a clear case !” — so saying, he turned his 
*steps bomb wards, and arrived at his cabin about 
pr»on without encountering any 'further adven- 
tures. There he found Nancy, who, as he ex- 
pected, looked as black as a thundercloud at him 
for being out all night. She listened to the mar- 
vellous relation which he gave with exclamations 
of astonishment, and, when he had concluded, of 
grief, at the loss of the <horse that he had paid 
for like an honest njan with sef en I. O. U.’s, three 
of which she knew to be as good as gold! 

“ But what took you tip to the -ojid church at 
all, out of the road, and at ihat time of the night, 
Larry ?” enquired his wife. 

Larry looked like a criminal for whom there 
was no reprieve ; he scratched his head for an 
ekeuse, b*ut not one could he* muster up, so he 
knew not what to say. 

.. c ® 

^ Facedi so written by the Cliantrey of Kilcrea, for 
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“’Oh! Larry, Larry,” muttered* Nancy, after 
waiting some time 6)r his answer, her jealous 
fears duriri^ tlie pause rising like barm ; “ ’tis 
the very same way with you as with any other 
man — you are all alike for that Jnatter — I’ve 
no pify for you — but, confess the truth* I” 

Larry shuddered at the tempest which he per- 
ceived was about to break upon his devoted head. 

“ Nancy,” said he, “ I do confess : — it was a 
young woman without any head that — ” 

.His wife heard no more. “ A woman I knew 
it was,” cried she ; “ but a woman without a 
head, Larry ! — ^*well, it is long b(jtbre Nflncy Gol- 
lagher ever thought it would come* to that with 
her ! — that she would be left dissolute and alone^ 
here by her baste of a husband, for a woman with- 
out a head I — t) father, father I and 0 mother 
mother! it is well you are low to-day! — that 
you don’t see this affliction and disgrace to your 
daughter that you reared decent and tender. 

“ 0 Larr^, you villain, you’ll be the death of 
your lawful wife going aftjr such O — O — O — ” 
“ Well,” says Larry, jfutting his hands in his 
coat-poedeets, “ least said is soi>nest mended. Of 
the young woman I know no more than I do of 
Moll Flandess : but thiS I know, that a woman 
without a head may well be called a Good Woman, 
because she has no tongue I ” 

How this remark operated on the matrimonial 
dispute history docs not inform us.* If is, how- 
ever, reported that* the lady had the last word. * 
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XXVIL 

One fine summer’s evening Michael Noonan 
went over to Jack Brien’s the shoemaker, at 
BallydufF, for the pair of brogues which Jack was 
mending for him. , It was a pretty walk the way 
he took, but very lonesome ; all along by the 
riverside, down lender' the oak-wood, till he came 
to Hanlon’s mill, that used to be, but that had 
gone to ruin many a long year ago. 

Melancholy enough the walls of that same mill 
lacked ; the great old wheel, bladk with age, all 
covered over with moss and ferns, and the bushes 
all hanging down about it. There it stood, silent 
and motionless ; and a sad contrast it was to its 
former busy clack, with the stream which once 
gave it use rippling idly along. 

Old Hanlon was a man- that had great know- 
ledge of all sorts ; there was not an herb that grew 
in the held but he could tell the name of it and 
its use, out of a big book he had written, every 
word of it in the real Irish karacter. He kept a 
school once, and could teach the Latin ; that surely 
is a blessed tongue all over the wide world ; and 
I hear tell as ^ how “the great Burke” went to 
school to him. Master Edmund lived up at the 
old house there, which was then in the family, 
.and it was the NagleEi that got it afterwards, but 
they sold it. 
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But it was Michael Noonan’s walk I was about 
speaking of. It wsi^ fairly between lights, the 
day was clean gone, and the* moon was not yet 
up, when Mick was walking smartly across the 
Inch. Well, he hoard, comingeeftwn put of the 
wood, such blowing of horns ana hallooing, and 
the cry of all the houqds in the world, and he 
thought they were coming after lyni ; jjnd the 
golloping of ^lic horses, and the voice of the 
whipper-in, and he shouting out, just like the 
fine old song, 

“ Hall^ Piper, Lilly, agus*Finder 

and the eclio over from the grey rdek across the 
river giving back every word as plainly as it was 
spoken. But nothing could Mick see, and the 
shouting and hallooing following him every stf{> 
of the way till he got up to Jack Brien’s door ; 
and he was certaip, too, he heard the clack of old 
Hanlon's mill going, through all the clatter. To 
be sure, he*ran as fast as fear and his legs could 
carry him, and never onc^looked beliind him, ^vell 
knowing that the Duhjfilow hounds were out in 
quite artf)ther quarter that day, and that nothing 
good could come out of the noise of Hanlon’s 
mill. • 

Well, Michael Noonan got his brogues, and 
^ well heeled they were, and well pleased was he 
with them ; when who should be seated at Jack 
Brien’s before him^but a gossip of Kis, ane Darby 
Haynes, a mighty accent man, that had a horse 
and car of his own, and that used to be travelling 
with it, taking loads 4ike thm royal mail coach be-' 
tween Cork and Limerick ; and when he was at 



222 


ii-a^jjlon’s mill. 

home, Darby* was a near neighbour of Michael 
Noonan’s. , 

Is it home you’re going with the brogues 
this blessed night ? ” said Darby to him. 

“ Where el^-Jct would it be ? ” replied Mick : 

but, by my word, ’t is not across the Inch back 
again I’m going, after ajl I heard coming here ; 
’tis to no good that old Hanlon’s mill is busy 
again.’** ^ 

True, for you,” said Darby ; “ and may be 
you’d take the liorse and car home for me, Mick, 
by way of company, as *tis along the road you go. 
I’m waiting here to see a sisteV’s son of mine 
that I expeot from Kilcoleman.” “ That same 
,I’ll do,” answered Mick, “ with a thousand wel- 
comes.” ‘ So Mick drove the car fair and easy, 
knowing that the poor beast had* come off a long 
journey ; and Mick — God reward him for it — 
was always tender-hearted and good to the dumb 
creatures. 

The night was a beautiful one ; the moon was 
better than a quarter old ; and Mick, looking up 
at her, could* not help bestowing a blessing on her 
beautiful face, shiqing down £o sweetly upon the 
gentle Awbeg. He had now got out of* the open 
road, and had come t<St wliere tlie trees grew 
on each side of it : he proceeded for some space 
in the chequered light which the moon gave- 
through them. At one time, when a big old tree 
got between* him and the moon, it was so dark, 
that he could hardly see the Worse’s head; then, 
as he passed on, the moonbeams would stream 
r, through the open bqughs and variegate the road 
with Ught and shade. Mick was lying down in 
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the car at his ease, having got clear*of the planta- 
tion, and was watclyng the bright piece of a 
moon in aMittle pool at the rdad side, when he 
saw it disappear all of a sudden as if a great cloud 
came over the sky. He turned rsi^d on jiis elbow 
to sc<! if it was so ; but how was Mick astonished 
at finding, close along-si(lB of the car, a great high 
black coach drawn by six black horses, with long 
black tails reacjiing almost down to the ground, 
and a coachman dressed all in black sitting up on 
the box. But what surprised Mick the most was, 
that he could see no sign of a liead either upon 
coachman or hofses. It swept ra[iidly b/ him, and 
he could perceive the horses raising their feet as 
if they were in a fine slinging trot, the^coachman, 
touching them up with bis long whip, an^ the 
wdieels spinning^ round like hoddy-doddies ; sfiffl 
he could hear no noise, only the regular step of 
his gossip Darby’s horse, and the squeaking of the 
gudgeons of the car, that were as good as lost en- 
tirely for wdnt of a little grease. 

Poor Mick’s heart almost died within him, but 
he said nothing, only locked on ; and the black 
coach sD^ept away, and was soQn lost among some 
distant trees. Mick saw nothing more of it, or, 
indeed, of any thing else.* He gothomejust as the 
moon was going down behind Mount Hillery — 
*took the tackling off the horse, turned the beast 
out in the field for the night, and got to his 
bed. 

Next morning, dhrly, he was standing at the 
road-side, thinking of all that had happened the 
night before, when he saw Qan Madden, that was « 
Mr. Wrixon's huntsman, coming on the master’s 
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best horse down the hill, as hard as ever he went 
at the tail of the hounds. Mick’s mind instantly 
misgave him that all was not rights so he stood out 
in the very middle of the road, and caught hold of 
Dan’s brjdle i/^ben he came up. 

Mick, dear — for the love of God ! doirt stop 
me,” cried Dan. 

\Vhy, what’s the hurry ?” said Mick. 

‘‘ Oh, the master! — he^s off, -rise’s off — he’ll 
ipever cross a horse again till the day of judg- 
ment!” 

‘‘ Why, what would , ail his honour ? ” said 
Mick ; sure h is nQ|ater than yesterday morn- 
ing that I was talking him, and he stout and 
t hearty ; and says he to nae, Mick, says he — ” 
Stout and hearty was hf ? ” answered Madden ; 

* - and was. he not out with me ih the kennel last 
night, when I was feeding the dogs ; and didn’t 
he com^ out to the stable, apd give a ball to Peg 
Pullaway with his own hand, and tell me he’d 
, ride the old General to-day ; and sul e,” Said Dan, 
wiping his eyes with the sleeve of his coat, who ’d 
have thought that the fik«st thipg I’d see this morn- 
ing was the mistress^ standing at my bed-side, and . 
bidding me get up and ride m like fire ror Doctor 
Galway; ibr the roaster had got a fit, apd”*— poor 
Dan’s grief choked his, voice — ‘‘ oh, Mick I if you 
have a heart in you, run o^er yourself, or send the 
gossoon &r Kate Pinnigan, the midwife ; she’s a 
cruel skilful woman, and may be she might save 
the mastery till I get ' 

Dan struck his spurn mm the hunter, and Mi- 
chgel !b7ooiian1limg aff his sewly-mended brogues, 
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and’cut across the fields to Kate Hnnigan’s; but 
neither the doctor nor Katty was of any avail, 
and the ifcxt night's moon saw Ballygibblin — 
and more 's the pity — a house of mourning. 
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XXVIII. 

*T IS midnight I — how gloomy and dark I 
By Jupiter there 's not a star ! — 

’T is fearful ! — c't is awful ! — and hark I 
What ^ound I 3 that comes frofn afar ? 

« Still rolling and rumbling, that sound 
Mftkes nearer and nearer approach ; 

Tbo I tremble, or is it the grounii ? — 

Lord save us 1 — what is it P — a coach ! — 

c 

A coach ! — but that coach has no bead ; 

And the horses are headless as it : 

Of the driver the samkj^ay be said, 

And the passengers inside who sit. 

• * » ■ 

See the wheels 1 how fiiey fly o’er^ the stones ! 

And whirl, as the whip it goes crack : 

Their spokes are of dead men's thigh bones, 
And the pole is the spine of the back 1 

The hammer-cloth, shabby display, 

Is a pall rather mildew’d by damps ; 

And to light this slsrange Coach on its way, 
Two hollow sculls hang up for lamps 1 
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From the gloom of Rathcooney church-yard, 
They dash down tf ic hill of .Glanmire ; 
Pass I^otji in gallop as hard 

As if horses were never to tirq^l 


With people thus headless ’t is fun 
To drive in such furious career ; 
Since headlong their horses can’t run, 
Nor coachman be headdy from beer^. 

• 

Very steep is tlje Tivoli lane, 

But up-hill to them is as dow* ; 

Nor the charms of Woodhill can detain 
These Dullahans rushing to town. 


Could they feel as I Ve felt — in a song — 
A spell that forbade them depart ; 

They ’d a lingering visit prolong, 

And afte? their head lose their heart I 


No matter I — ’t is^ast twelve o’clock ; 

Through the streets they •sweep on like the 
wind, 

And, taking Ihe road to JBlackrock, 

Cork city is soon left behind. 

Should they hurry thus reckless along, 

To supper instesid of to bed, 

Tlie landlord will surely be wrong. 

If he charge it at go much a head ! 

Q 2 "" 
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Yet mine host* may suppose them too poor 
To bring to his wealth an. increase ; 

As till now, all who drove to his door, ' 
Possess’d at least one crown a<piece. 

Up the Deadwoman’s hill they arc roll’d ; 

Boreenmannah is quite out of sight ; 

Ballin temple 'they reach, and behold ! 

At its church-yard they stop ana! alight. 

“ Who ’s there ? ” ‘said a voice from the ground 
“ We ’vp no room, for the placei is quite full.” 
“ 01 room must*be speedily found. 

For we come from the parish of Skull. 

‘^^"hoSlgh Murphys and CrowleySwappear 
On headstones of deep-letter’d pride ; 

Though Scannels and Murleys lie here, 
Fitzgeralds and Tooinies beside ; 

^ Yet here for the night we lie down, 
To-morroW‘ we speed' en the gale ; 

For having no heads of our own, 

We seek the Old Head of Kinsale.” 
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(tod speed you, and a safe journey this night 
to you, Charley,” ejaculated the master of the 
little sheebeen house at Ballyliooley aflcr his old 
friend and good customer, Charley Culnane, who 
at length had turned his face komewVds, with 
the prospect of as dreary a ride &nd as dark a 
night as ever fell upon the Blackwatejj, along th« 
banks of which he was about to journey. ^ 

Charley Culnane knew the country well, ^Rid 
moreover, was as bold a rider as any Mallow-boy 
that ever rattled a four-year-old upon Drumrue 
race-course. He had gone to Fermoy in the 
morning, as well for the purpose of purchasing 
some ingredients required for the Qhristmas din- 
ner by his wife, a« to gratify his own vanity by 
having «ew reins fitted to his>snafHe, in which he 
intended showing off th^old mare at the approach- 
ing St. Stephen’s day hunt. 

Charley did not get out of Fermoy until late ; 
for although he was not one of your “ nasty par- 
ticular sort of fellows” in any thing that related 
to the common oqpurrences of life, yet in all the 
appointments connected with hunting, riding, leap- 
ing, in short, in whatever was connected with the 
old mare, “ Charley*’ the suddlers said, “ was tlie 
devil to pld$e'* An illustration of this fastidious- 
a 3 
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ness was afForflcd by his going such a distance for 
a snaiHe bridle. Mallow was full twelve miles 
nearer “ Charley’s farm” (which lay just three 
quarters of a mile below Carrick) than Fcrmoy ; 
but Charley hj^d' quarrelled with all the Mallow 
saddlers, from hard-working and hard-drihking 
Tim Clancey, up to Mr. )Jyan, who wrote himself 
“ Saddler to the Duliallow Hunt;” and no one 
could content him in all particulars but honest 
^lichael Twomey of Fermoy, who used to assert 
— and who will doubt it — that he could stitch a 
saddle better than the lord-lieutenant, although 
they made him *.11 as one as king over Ireland. 

This delay in the arrangement of the snaffle 
bridle did* not allow Charley Culnane to pay so 
long «ii^yisit as he had at first intended to his old 
fffend and gossip, Con Buckley, of the “ Harp of 
Erin.” Con, however, knew the value of time, 
and insisted upon Charley making good use of 
what he had to spare. “ I won’t bother you wait- 
ing for water, Charley, because I think you ’ll 
have enough. of that same before you get home ; 
so drink off your liquor, i[nan.< It ’s as good par^ 
liament as ever a gentleman tasted, ay, and holy 
church toO) for it will bq^ar ‘ x watersy and carry 
the bead after that, may be.” • 

Charley, it must be confessed, nothing loth, ^ 
drank success to Con, and success to the jolly 
“ Harp of Erin,” with its head of beauty and its 
strings ofitbe hair of gold, anc], to their better ac- 
quaintance, and so on, from the bottom of his soul, 
until the bottom of the bottle reminded him that 
*Carrick was at the b<fttom of the hill on the other 
side of Castletown Roche, and that be had got no 
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further on his journey than ^liis gassip’s at Bally- 
hooley, close to the bjg gate of Convamore. Catch- 
ing hold ©f his oil-skin hat, therefore, whilst Con 
Buckley went to the cupboard for another bottle 
of tlie “ real stuff,” he rcgulaiiyi, as it is termed, 
bolttd from his friend’s hospitality, darted to the 
stable, tightened his girths, and put the old mare 
into a canter towards Home. 

The road ifirom Ballyhooley to Cfarrick follows 
pretty nearly the course of the Blackwater, oc- 
casionally diverging from the. river and passing 
tlirough rather wild scenery, wlien contrasted with 
the beautiful ^eats that adorn i^^ banks. Charley 
cantered gaily, regardless of the rain, which, as his 
friend Con had anticipated, fell in torrents : the 
good woman’s currants and raisins were cj^refully 
packed between the folds of his yeomarify eWak, 
which Charley, who was proud of showing that 
he belonged to tl^e “ Royal Mallow Light Horse 
Volunteers,” always strapped to the saddle before 
him, and took care never to destroy the military 
effect of by putting it on. — Away he went singing 
like a thrush — 

^ %)ortliig, belleing, dancing, drinking, 

Breaking windows ~ (Jiiccup / ) — sinking, . 

Ever raking — never thinking. 

Live the rakes of Mallow. 

Spending faster than it comes. 

Beating — (Jiiccup^ hie), and duns, 

Duhallow’s true-begotten sons, * • 

Live the rakes of Mallow.” 

Notwithstanding that the^isit to the jolly ‘‘ Hyp 
of Erin” had a little increased the natural com« 
Q 4 
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placency of hi# miiVd, the drenching of the new 
snaIHe reins began to distjurb him ; and then 
followed a train of more anxious thoughts than 
even were occasioned by the dreaded defeat of the 
pride of his long-fiiiticipated turn out on St. Ste- 
phen’s day. In«^n hour of good fellowship, when 
his heart was warm, and his head not over cool, 
Charley had backed the "old mare against Mr. 
Jephson*s bay filly Desdemona for a^eat hundred, 
and he now felt sore misgivings as to the pru- 
dence of the match. In a less gay tone he con- 
tinued , 

Livlnjj^t short, but merry lives, 

Goinj^ where the devil drives, 

Keeping ” 

Raping he muttered, as the old mare had 
reduced her canter to a trot at the bottom of Kil- 
cummer Hill. Charley s eye fell on the old walls 
that belonged, in former times, ''to the Templars: 
but the silent gloom of the ruin was bioken only 
by the heavy rain which splashed and pattered 
on the gravestones. He" then looked up at the 
sky, to see if there was, among the clouds, any 
hopes for mercy on fiis new snaffle reins ; and no 
sooner were his eyes lowered, than his attention 
was arrested by an object so extraordinary as al- 
most led him to doubt the evidence of his senses. 
The head, apparently, of a white horse, with 
short cropped , eats, large open nostrils and im- 
mense eyeJ,' seemed rapidly to 'follow him. No 
connection with body, legs, or rider, could pos- 
sibly be traced — the hjad advanced — Charley’s 
old mare, too, was moved at this unnatural sight, 
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and Snorting violently, increai^d he* trot up the 
hill. The head movep forward, and passed on : 
Charley pursuing it with astonished gaze, and 
wondering by what means, and for what purpose, 
this detached head thus procee<led through the 
air, did not perceive the corresportting body until 
he was suddenly started by finding it close at his 
side. Charley turned to examine what was thus 
so sociably jogging on with him^ when sa most 
unexampled apparition presented itself to his view. 
A ^figure, whose height (judging as well as the 
obscurity of the night would pernait him) he com- 
puted to be at 15ast eight feet, wq^ seated on the 
body and legs of a white horse full eighteen hands 
and a half high. In this measurement Charley^ 
could not be mistaken, for his own marc w^ ex- 
actly fifteen hanfis, and the body that thus j^g«d 
alongside he could at once determine, from his 
practice in horsefic^h, was at least three hands 
and a half higher. 

After thef first feeling of astonishment, which 
found vent in the exclamation I'm sold now for 
ever I ” was over ; tjie attention of Charley, being 
a keen syprtsman, was naturally directed to this 
extraordinary body, and having examined it with 
the eye of a Qonnoisseurf he proceeded to recon- 
noitre the figure so unusually mounted, who had 
•hitherto remained perfectly mute. Wishing to 
see whether his companion's silence proceeded 
from bad temper, want of conversational powers, 
or from a distaste water, and the fear that the 
opening of his mouth might subject him to havc^ 
it filled by the rain, ^hich ;*xas then drifting in 
violent gusts against them, Charley endeavoured 
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to catch a sight ofHiis companion s face, in drdcr 
to form an opinion on that, point. But his vision 
£iiled in carrying him further than «the top of 
the collar of the figure's coat, which was a scarlet 
single-breasted diimting frock, having a w'aist of 
a very oW fasWoned cut reaching to the laddle, 
with two huge shining buttons at about a yard 
distance behind. “ I ought to see further than 
this, tbo,” ’thought Charley, ^although he is 
mountedton his high horse, like my cousin Darby, 
who was made barony constable last week, unless 
*tis Con’s whiskfiy that has blinded me entirely.” 
However see/urther he could not, and after 
straining hi& eyes for a considerable time to no 
^purpose^ he exclaimed, with pure vexation, “ By 
*thc big b#idgc of Mallow, it is no head at all he 

h?s r ’ • 

“ Look again, Charley Culnano,” said a hoarse 
voice, that seemed to proceed from under the 
right arm of the figure. 

Charley did look again, and now hi the proper 
place, for he clearly saw, under the aforesaid right 
arm, that hSad from which J:he voice had pro- 
ceeded, and such ajiiead no mortal ever s^w before. 
It looked like a large cream cheese hung round 
with black puddings: no^peck of colour enlivened 
the ashy paleness of the depressed features ; the 
skin lay stretched over the unearthly surface,* 
almost like the parchment head of a drum. Two 
fiery eyes of prodigious circumference, with a 
strange and irregular motion, flashed like meteors 
upon Charley, and to complete all, a mouth reached 
.from either extremity of two ears, which peeped 
forth from under a profusion of matted locks of lus« 
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treless blackness. This head, vJhichHie figure had 
evidently hitherto concealed from Charley’s eyes, 
now burst •upon his view in all its hideousness. 
Charley, although a lad of proverbial courage 
in the county of Cork, yet could^ifot but feel his 
nerve? a little shaken by this uftexpected visit 
from the headless horseman, whom he considered 
his fellow traveller must \)e. The crQpped-eared 
head of the gigantic horse moved steadily for- 
ward, always keeping from six to eight«yards in 
advance. The horseman, unaided by whip or 
spur, and disdaining the use o4» stirrups, which 
dangled uselessly from the saddle?, follcfived at a 
trot by Charley’s side, his hideous head now lost 
behind the lappet of his coat, now staring forth^ 
in all its horror as the motion of tJie horse caused 
his arm to move’ to and fro. The ground™io«k 
under the weight of its supernatural burthen, and 
the water in the poqjs became agitated into waves 
as he trotted by them. 

On they went — heads without bodies, and bo- 
dies without heads. — The; deadly silence of night 
was broken only byrfhe fearful clattering of hoofs, 
and the distant sound of thunder, which rumbled 
above the mystic hill of Cecaune a Mona Finnea* 
Charley, who^was naturally a merry-hearted, and 
rather a talkative fellow, had hitherto felt tongue- 
tied by apprehension, but finding his companion 
showed no evil disposition towards him, and having 
become somewhat more reconciled tft tl^ Patago- 
nian dimensions of *the horseman and his headless 
steed, plucked up all his courage, and thus ad- 
dressed the stranger f — 
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“ Why, then, yhur honour rides mighty well 
without the stirrups !*’ 

“ Humph,” growled the head from^ under the 
horseman’s right arm. 

“ ’Tis not aamver civil answer,” thought Char- 
ley ; “ but no matter, he was taught in ‘’one of 
them riding-houses, may be, and thinks nothing 
at all about bumping his leather breeches at the 
rate oV ten miles an hour. I ’ll try him on the 
other tack. Ahem ! ” said Charley, clearing his 
throat, and feeling at the same time rather daunted 
at this second attempt to establish a conversation. 
“ Ahem'I that’s a mighty neat coat of your ho- 
nour’s, although -’tis a little too long in the waist 
for the ^present cut” 

“Humph,” growled again the head. 
tsTnts second humph was a terrible thump in 
the face to poor Charley, who was fairly bothered 
to know what subject he cquld start that would 
prove more agreeable. “ ’Tis a sensible head,” 
thought Charley, “ although an ugfjr one, for ’tis 
plain enough the man does not like flattery.” 
A third attempt, however, Charley was deter- 
mined to make, »and having failed ifk his ob- 
servations as to the riding and coat of his fellow- 
traveller, thought he wbuld just drop a trifling 
allusion to the wonderful headless horse, that was 
jogging on so sociably beside his old mare ; and 
as Charley was considered about Carrick to be 
very knqwiitg in horses, besides being a full pri- 
vate in the Royal Mallow Light Horse Volun- 
teers, which were every one of them mounted 
..like real Hessians, he felt Father sanguine as to 
the result of his third attempt. 
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To be sure, that's a braveSiorse^our honour 
rides,” recommenced Jhe persevering Charley. 

‘‘ You may say that, with your own ugly 
mouth,” growled the liead. 

Charley, though not much flattened by the com- 
plimei^A, nevertheless chuckled at <iis success in 
obtaining an answer, and thus continued : — 

“ May be your honour wouldn't be after riding 
him across the jountry?” 

“ Will you try me, Charley?” said the head, 
with an inexpressible look of ghastly delight. 

Faith, and that’s what I’d .do,” responded 
Charley, “ only 'I’m afraid, the yight being so 
dark, of laming the old mare,*andr I’ve every 
halfpenny of a hundred pounds on her Hfecls.” 

This was true enough ; Charley’s courage^ was 
nothing dashed ftt the headless horsemanT pnf- 
posal ; and there never was a steeple-chase, nor a 
fox-chasc, riding or Reaping in the country, that 
Charley Culnane was not at it, and foremost 
in it. 

“ Will you take my word,” said the man who 
carried his head s(} snugfy under his right arm, 
“ for the ^afety of your mare ?i’ 

“ Done,” said Charley ; and away they started, 
h el ter, skeltei^ over eve^ thing, ditch and wall, 
pop, pop, the old mare never went in such style, 
^ven in broad daylight : and Charley had just the 
start of his companion, when the hoarse voice 
called out << Charley Culnane, Charley, Qian, stop 
for your life, stop 

Charley pulled up hard. << Ay,” said he, ‘‘ you 
may beat me by the head, b^ause it always goes 
so much before you ; but if the bet was neck-and- 
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neck, and thctt’s tlie go between the old mare and 
Desdemona, I’d win it hollow I” 

It appeared as if the stranger was well aware 
of what was passing in Charley’s mind, for he 
suddenly broke out quite loquacious. 

“ ChaHey Cnilnane,” says he, “ you have stout 
soul in you, and are every inch of you a good rider. 
I’ve tried you, and I ought to know; and that’s 
the sori of man for my money. hundred years 
it is sinoe my horse and I broke our necks at the 
bottom of Kilcuramer hill, and ever since 1 have 
been trying to get a man that dared to ride with 
me and never .found one before. Keep, as you 
have always «done, at the tail of the hounds, never 
baulk a«aitch, nor turn away from a stone wall, 
and, the headless horseman will never desert you 
Eir the old mare.” 

Charley, in amazement, looked towards the 
stranger s right arm, for the purpose of seeing 

in his face wdiether or not he was in earnest, but 
behold I the head was snugly lodged in the huge 
pocket of the horseman’s scarlet hunting-coat. 
The horse's head had ascen^jed perpendicularly 
above them, and bis extraordinary companion, 
rising quickly after his avant courier, vanished 
from the astonished gaze of Charley Culnane. 

Charley, as may be supposed, was lost in won- 
der, delight, and perplexity ; the pelting rain, the 
wife’s pudding, the new snaffle — even the match 
against squire Jephson — all were forgotten ; no- 
thing could he think of, nothing could he talk of, 
but the headless horseman. He told it, directly 
•that he got home, tq Judy v he told it the follow- 
ing morning to all the neighbours ; and he told 
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it to * the hunt on St. StepheA's daj : but what 
provoked him after all. the pains he took in de- 
scribing tht head, the horse, and the man, was 
that one and all attributed the creation of the 
headless horseman to his friend^^on Buckley’s 
“ X w%ter parliament.” This, hcAvever, should 
be told, that Charley’s old marc beat Mr. Jephson’s 
bay filly, Desdemona, by* Diamond, apd CJiarley 
pocketed his cogl hundred ; and if he didfi’t win 
by means of the headless horseman, I am sure I 
dop’t know any other reason fordiis doing so. 








Duuahan or Dulacha V (nubU\c*^f; ) signifies a dark sullen person. 
The word Durrachan or Dullahan^ by which in some ^ilaccs the goblin 
is known, has tiie same signification. \t comes from Dorr or Durr^ 
anger, or Durrach» maliciou«, fierce, dtc. — M.S. communication from 
the late Mii. IDdwai^ u'Keilly. 

The correctness d' this last etymology may be questioned, as hub 
black, is evidently a component |)art of the word. 

The Death ('oach, or Headless (*.oach and Horses, is called in Ireland 
CAiach f bower j ” and its appearance is generally regarded as a sign 
of death, &r an omen of some misfortune. * 

The belief' in the aiipearancc of headless people and horses appears 
to be, like most populai«supcrstitions, widely extended. , 

In England, sec the Spectator (No. llO.) for mention of a spirit that 
had appeared in the shape of a black horse without a head. 

In Wales* the app'trition of Fenyw heb un pen,** the headless 
woman, and “ heb un pen ** the headless horse,, arc generally 
accredited.J^’<-- A/..V. communication from Miss Williams. 

*' The Iris?. Dullahan puts me in mind of a spectre at Drumlarick 
Castle^pf no less a piVson than the Duchess qf Queensberry,^* Fair 
Hilly, blooming, young, and gay ’-i- who, instead of setting fire to the 
world in mamma’s chariot, amuses herself with>hecling her own head 
in n wheel liarrow through the great gallery.” — communication 
from Sir Walter Scott. • 

In Scotland, so recently as January, 1896, that veritable paper, the 
Glasgow Chronicle, records, upon the occasion of some silk.weavers 
licing out of employment at Paisley, that ** Visions have been seen of 
carts, caravans, snd coaches, gdina up Oleniffer braes without horses, 
with horses without head.s,” &c. ' ^ 

Cervantes mentions tajes of the ” Cabatlo sin cab^'a among the 
cuentos de viejas con que se eniretienen alfnegp las dilatadas noches del 
invi^no,** kc, i 

** The people of Basse Bretagne believe, that w(en the death of any 
person is at band, a hearse drawn by skeletons (which they ca1\ 
carriquet au naiikon), and covered with a white sheet, passes by the 
house where the sick person lies, and the creaking of the wheels may 
be plainly heard.**— Journal des Sciences, 1826, communicated by 
Dr. WiLLiAji GsSmm. 

See also Jhiele*s Danske Folkesagn, voL iv. p. 66, Ike. 
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Whene'er ilUch wanderen 1 necile^ 

As from their nigbt-spt»rta they trudge honiei 
With counterfeiting Voice l -grecli^- 
And caR them on, with me to roame 
'' Through woods, through leket^ 
tiitottgh bogs, through bmkes ; 

Or.else, unseene, %tth them I go^ r . 
AUiiitheiilckei '• 

Tbplay dome tridce^ 

And Afollekt It, with ho^ bo^Aol WSotig, 



DIARMID BAWN, THE:PIPER. 

XXX. 

One stormy iiiglit Patrick Burke was seated in 
tlie chimney corner^ smoking his pipe quite con- 
tentedly after his hard day’s work; his two little 
boys were roastipg potatoes in fhe asl^^s, while 
his rosy daughter held a splinter *• to her mother, 
who, seated on a siesteen 2, was mending a rent 
in Patrick’s old coat ; and Judy, the itiaid, was 
singing merrily to the sound of her wfieei, thgt 
kept up a beautiful humming noise, just like the 
sweet drone of a bagpipe. Indeed they all seemed 
quite contented and^iappy ; for the storm howled 
without, and they were warm and snug within, 
by the side 01 a blazing turf fire. “ 1 was just 
thinking,” said Patrick, taking the dudeen from 
his mouth and giving it a rap on his thumb-nail 
to shake cwt the ashes — “I ^as just thinking 
how thankful we ought tob be to have a snug bit 
of a cabin this pelting night over our heads, for 
in all my born days I never heard the like of it.” 
“ And that’s no lie for you, Eat,” said his wife ; 
but, whisht; what noise is that I and 

she dropped her worj: upon her knees, and looked 

1 A splinter, or slip of bog-deal, which, being dipped in 
^llow, is used as a candle. • 

* Siesteen is a low block-like seat, made of straw bands 
^rmly sewed or bound togetlicr. 

R 2 
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fearfully towards tile door. “The herself 

defend us all !” cried Judy, at the same time ra- 
pidly making a pious sign on her forehead, “ if 
4 is not the banshee I” 

“ Hold youp \ongue, you fool,” said Patrick, 
“ it’s only the 'old gate swinging in the wind;” 
and he had scarcely spoken, Avhen the door was 
assailed by a violent knoc’king. Moll}^ began to 
mumble her prayers, and Judy proceeded to mut- 
ter over ‘che muster-roll of saints ; the youngsters 
scampered off to hide themselves behind the settle- 
bed ; the storm *]iowled louder and more fiercely 
than eveb, and the rapping w’as renewed with re- 
doubled violence. 

^ “ \Vhi\ht, whisht!” said Patrick — “what a 
noise yeVc all tiiaking about nothing at all. Judy 
a^ioon, can’t you go and see whd’s at the door?” 
for, notwithstanding his assumed bravery, Pat 
Burke preferred that the majd should open the 
door. 

“ Why, then, is it me you’re peaking to?” 
said Judy, in the tone^of astonishment ; “ and is 
it cracked mad you ar(5> Mister Burke ; or is it, 
may be, that you want me to be rund pway with, 
and made a horse of, like my grandfather was ? — 
the sorrow a step will t stir to open the door, if 
you were as great a man again as you are, Pat 
Burke.” 

“ Bother you, then I and hold your tongue, and 
I’ll go njys6lf.” So saying, up got Patrick, and 
made the best of his way toHhe door. “ Who’s 
there ?” said he, and his voice trembled mightily 
^1 the while. Int the name of Saint Patrick, 
who’s there?” ** ’TisI, Pat,” answered a voice 
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A'liich he immediately knew* to Ife the young 
squire’s. In a moment the door was opened, and 
in walked a young man, with a gun in liis hand, 
and a brace of dogsf at his heels. ^ “ Your honour’s 
honour is quite welcome, entirely*’ said, Patrick ; 
wlio v'^s a very civil sort of a fellow, especially 
to his betters. Your honour’s honour is quite 
welcome ; and if ye’ll be so condescending as to 
demean j^oursetf by taking off your wet jacket, 
Molly can give ye a bran new blanket, a?id ye can 
sit foroncut the fire while the clothes are drying.” 
“ Thank you, Piit,” said the sqdire, as he wrapt 
himself, like Mr. Weld, in the pr(^*ered blanket. ^ 

“ Hut what made you keep nie so* louji at the 
door ? ” 

‘‘ Why, then,, your honour ’twas all airing of 
Judy, there, being so much afraid of the g^d 
people ; and a good right she has, after what hap- 
pened to her grandfather — the Lord rest his 
soul!" 

And what was that, Pat?" said the squire. 

‘‘ W’hy, then, your honour musj: know that 
Judy had a grandfifther? and he was ould Diar- 
mid Bavwi, the piper, as pefsonable a looking 
man as any in the five parishes he was ; and he 
could play thC; pipes so sweetly, and make them 
jspakc to such perfection, that it did one’s heart 
good to hear him. We never had any one, for 
that matter, in this side of the country like him, 
before or since, eyept James Gandsey, that is 
own piper to Lord Headley — liis honour’s lord- 
ship is the real' good gentleman — and *t is Mr. 

1 See Weld*s Killarney, 8vp ed. p. S28, 

H 3 
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Gandsey’s nrasic that is the pride of Killarney 
lakes. Well, as I was saying, Diarmid was Judy's 
grandfatlicr, and he rented a small ^ountainy 
farm ; and he was walking about the fields one 
moonlight night', quite melancholy-likc in himself 
for want of thfc tohacci/ ; because, why, tho river 
was flooded, and he could not get across to buy 
any, and Diarmid would rather go to bed without 
his supper than a whiff of the ^dudcen. Well, 
your honour, just as he came to the old fort in 
the far field, what should ho see ? — tlie Lord 
preserve us ! — but a large army of the good 
people, 'coutered for ail the world just like the 
dragoons I ‘ lAre ye all ready ? ' said a little fel- 
low at tWir head dressed out like a general. ‘ No 
said a fittic curmudgeon of a chap all dressed in 
red, from the crown of his cocked hat to the sole 
of his boot. ‘ No, general,' said he : ‘ if you 
don't get the Fir darrig a horse he must stay be- 
hind, and ye'll lose the battle." 

“ ‘ There's Diarmid Bawn,' saief the general, 
pointing to Judy’s grandfather, your honour, 
‘ make a horse of him.' ' •. 

“ So with that master Fir darrig comos up to 
Diarmid, who, you may be sure, was in a mighty 
great fright ; but he determined, seoing there was 
no help for him, to put a bold face on the matter ; 
and so he began to cross himself, and to say some' 
blessed words, that nothing bad could stand before. 

‘‘ ‘ Is that* what pou'd be after, you spalpeen ? ’ 
said the little red imp, at the l^ame time grinning 
a horrible grin ; < I’m not the man to care a straw 
for either your words or you? crossings.' So, with- 
out more to do, he gives poor Diarmid a rap with 
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the Hat side of his sword, aiid<n a moment he was 
changed into a horse> with little Fir darrig stuck 
fast on hi^ back. 

“ Away they all* flew over the wide ocean, like 
so many wild geese, screaming dhd chattering all 
the time, till they came to Jams^ica ; and there 
they had a murdering fight with the good people 
of that country. Well, it was all very well with 
them, and the% stuck to it manfully, anrf fought 
it out fairly, till one of the Jamaica men made 
a cut wi til his sword under Diarmid’s left eye, 
and then, sir, your see, poor Diasmid lost his tem- 
per entirely, anfl he dashed into ihe vety middle 
of them, with Fir darrig mounted u|)on his back, 
and he tlirew out his heels, and he wjbsked Itu; 
tail about, and wheeled and tujned sound and 
round at such*a rate, that he soon ma?e a Aiir 
clearance of them, horse, foot, and dragoons. At 
last Diar mid’s factipn got the better, all througli 
his means ; and then they had such feasting and 
rejoicing, aiftl gave Diarmid, who was the finest 
horse amongst them all, the best of every thing. 

“ ‘ Let every man take a hand of tdxiccy for 
Diarmid J3awn,’ said the geseral; and so they 
did; and away they flew, for ’twas getting near 
morning, to«the old fbft back again, and there 
they vanished like the mist from the mountain. 

^ When Diarmid looked about the sun was 
rising and he thought it was all a dream, till he 
saw a big rick of tohaccy in tlie old for^, and felt 
the blood running from his left eye: for sure 
enough he was wounded in the battle, and would 
have been kilt entirely, if 4 was n’t for a gospel 
composed by Fat!<er Murphy that hung about his 

B 4 
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neck ever siixce liejiad the scarlet fever ; and for 
certain, it was enough to hf|ve given him another 
scarlet fever to have had the little rod man all: 
night on his back, whij) and spur for the bare life. 
However, therii^was the tohaccij heaped up in a 
great heap by his side ; and he heard a vojce, al- 
though he could see no one, telling him, ‘ That 
'twas all his own, for his good behaviour in the 
battle ; and that whenever F/r dajrrig would want 
a horse again he 'd know where to find a clever 
beast, as he nev^er rode a better than Diarmid 
Bawn.’ Tliat s ;what he said, sir.*' 

“ Thahk you, Pat," *said the Squire ; “ it cer- 
tainly is a wonderful story^ and 1 am not sur- 
prised ajfc«Judy*s alarm. But now, as the storm 
IS over, a^d the moon shining brightly, I'll make 
tlv? beSc of my way home.*' So “saying, he dis- 
robed himself of the blanket^ put on his coat, and> 
whistling his dogs, set off across the mountain ; 
while Patrick stood at the door, bawling after 
him, “ May God and the blessed Vhgin preserve 
your honour, and keep ye from the good people ; 
for *twas of a moonlight night, like this that Diar- 
mid Bawn was made a horse of, for thq Fir dar- 
rig to ride.” 
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• 

“ I can’t stop Jin tHe house — I Won’t stop in it 
for all the money that is buried in the •Id castle 
of Carrigrohan. If ever there was such a thing 
in the world I — to be abused U) my face night 
and day, and nobody to the fore dojng it !*and then, 
if I’m angry, to be laughed at with a great roar- 
ing ho, ho, ho ! 1 won^t stay in the luV^se aftgf 

to-night, if there was not another plape in the 
country to put ftiy head under.” This angry soli- 
loquy was pronounced in the hall of the old manor- 
house of Carrigrohgp by John Sheehan. John was 
a new servant ; he had been only three days in the 
house, whiclr*had the character of being haunted, 
and in that short space of time he had been abused 
and laughed at, by«a voice which sounded as if a 
man spol^ with his head in a ^ask ; nor could he 
discover who was the ^eakcr, or from whence 
the voice came. 1 ’ll net stop here,” said John ; 

and that ends the matter.” 

•' “ Ho, ho, ho ! be quiet, John Sheehan, or else 

worse will happen to you.” 

John instantly ran to the hall windoyv, as the 
words were evidently spoken hy a person imme- 
diately outside, but no one was visible. He had 
scarcely placed his faee at tli^ pane of glass, whea 
he heard another loud “ Ho, ho, ho I” as if behind 
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hijm in the Ixill ; aJ5 quick as lightning he turned 
his head, but no living thing was to be seen. 

“ Ho, ho, ho, John I ” shouted a voice that ap- 
peared to come from the lawn before the house ; 

do you thin^<*’you*ll see Teigue ? — oh, never ! 
as long as you®live ! so leave alone looking after 
him, and mind your business; there’s plenty of 
company to dinner from Cork ti) be here to-day, 
and ’tiS‘ time you had the cloth lyid.” 

Lord bless us ! there’s more of it ! — I’ll never 
stay another day here,” repeated John. 

“ Hold your <tongue, and stay where you are 
quietly, Und play no fricks on Mr. Pratt, as you 
did on Mr. Jervois about the spoons.” 

^ John^heehan was confounded by this address 
from his«mvisil^le persecutor, but nevertheless he 
nwsteVed courage enough to sdy — “ Who are 
you ? — come here, and let me see you, if you 
are a man but he received in reply only a 
laugh of unearthly derision, which was followed 
by a “ Good-by — I’ll watch ybu at dinner, 
John I” , ' 

Lord between us and harm I this beats all I 

— I’ll watch you at dinner ! — mayb^you will ; 

— ’tis the broad daylight, so ’tis no ghost; but 
this is a terrible place) and this as the last day 
I’ll stay in it. How does he know about the 
spoons? — if he tells it, I’m a ruined mani — 
there was no living soul could tell it to him but 
Tim Bai^ett, and he’s far enough off in the wilds 
of Botany Bay nqw) so how dould he know it — 
I can’t tell for the world ! But what’s that 1 

, see there at the ctfirner 6f the wall I — ’tis not 
a man I — oh, what a fool I am i ’tis only the old 
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Stump of a tree I — But this is a shocking place 
— I'll never stop in it, for I’ll leave the house to- 
morrow ; the very look of it is enough to frighten 
any one.” 

The mansion had certainly an !iir of desolation ; 
it waa situated in a lawn, which had nothing to 
break its uniform level, save a few tufls of nar- 
cissuses and a couple of* old trees coeval with the 
building. The, hon 3 e stood at a short 'flistance 
from the road, it was upwards of a century old, 
and Time was doing his work upon it ; its walls 
were weather-stained in all coloiirs, its roof show- 
ed various whitS patches, •it had jgo look of com- 
fort ; all was dim and dingy without, and within 
there was an air of gloom, of departeR%and d^ 
parting greatness, which liarmopised ^vell with 
the exterior. It required all the exube^linco>of 
youth and of gaiety to remove the impression, 
almost amounting jto awe, %vith which you trod 
the huge square hall, paced along the gallery 
which surrouhded the hall, or explored the long 
rambling passages below stairs. The ball-room, 
as the large drawing-room was called, and several 
other apuj^tments, were in a slate of decay : the 
walls were stained with damp ; and I remember 
well the sensation of av^e which I felt creeping 
over me when, boy as I was, and full of boyish life, 
*and wild and ardent spirits, 1 descended to the 
vaults ; all without and within me became chilled 
beneath their dampness and gloom — thqjr extent, 
too, terrified me ; ntor could the merriment of my 
two schoolfellows, whose father, a respectable 
clergyman, rented the dwellifig for a time, dispel* 
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the feelings "of a vomantic imagination until I 
once again ascended to the^upper regions. 

John had pretty well recovered himself as the 
dinner-hour approached, and* the seveial guests 
arrived. They were all seated at table, and 
had begun to Imjoy the excellent repast, f/hen a 
voice was heard from the lawn : — 

“ Hp, ho, ho, Mr. Pratt, won’t you give poor 
Teigue some dinner ? ho, bo, :i fine company 
you have there, and plenty of every thing that’s 
good ; sure you won’t forget, poor Teigue ? ” 

John droppedfthe glass he had in his hand. 

“ Who is tlvit?” said Mr. Pratt’s brother, an 
officer of the artillery. 

Tlwrt. is Teigue,” said Mr. Pratt, laughing, 
“ whom you mijst often have heard me mention.” 

And pray, Mr. Pratt,’* enquired another gen- 
tleman, who is Teigue?** 

“ That,*’ he replied, “ is more than I can tell. 
No one has ever been able to catch even a glimpse 
of him. I have been on the w^atch for a whole 
evening with three of my sons, yet, although his 
voice sometimes sounded almost in my ear, 1 could 
.not see him. 1 famcied, indeed, that Ij^aw a man 
in a white frieze jacket pass into the door from 
the garden to the lawn, but it could* be only fancy, 
for i found the door locked, while the fellow, 
whoever he is, was laughing at our trouble. He* 
visits us occasionally, and sometimes a long in- 
terval pa^se^ between his visits, as in the present 
case ; it is now nearly two years since we heard 
that hollow voice outside the window. He has 
«never done any injury that we know of, and once 
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when he broke a plate, he brought one back ex- 
actly like it." 

“ It is \^ry extraordinary," said several of the 
company. 

• “ But,” remarked a gcntlenuthito young Mr, 
Pratt, your father said he broke a plate ; how 
did he get it without your seeing him?" 

“ When he asks for *some dinner, we put it 
outside the wi^idow and go away ; whilst we 
watch he will not take it, but no soonci*have we 
withdrawn than it is gone.” • 

“ How does he know that you are watching?" 

“ That’s mor5 than I Can tell* but he either 
knows or suspects. One day my brothers Robert 
and James with myself were in our ba^k^arlouS; 
which has a window into the ggrdcn,«when he 
came outside an*d said, ^ Ho, ho, ho I mastei^Jann^s, 
and Robert, and Henry, give poor Teigue a glass 
of whiskey.* Jameg went out of the room, filled a 
glass with whiskey, vinegar, and salt, and brought 
it to him. ‘ Here, Teigue,* said he, ‘ come for it 
now.* ‘ Well, put it down, then, on the step out- 
side the window.' tThis»was done, and we stood 
looking atit. ‘ There, now, go away,' he shouted. 
We retir^, but still watched it. ‘ Ho, ho I you 
are watching iTeigue ; gS out of the room, now, 
or I won't take it.' We went outside the door 
^ and returned, the glass was gone, and a moment 
after we heard him roaring and cursing fright- 
fully. He took away the glass, but the^next day 
the glass was on thC stone stdjp under the window, 
and there were crumbs of bread in the inside, as if 
he had put it in his socket •% from that time h& 
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V Oh,” saifl the (joloncl, “ Til get a sight of 
him; you are not used to-* these things; an old 
soldier has the best chance ; and as 1 Shall finish 
my dinner with ^this whig, I’ll be ready for him 
when he speaks next. — Mr. Bell, will you take a 
glass of wine w*ith me ? ” 

“ Ho, ho I Mr. Bell,” shouted Teigue. “ Ho, 
ho ! Mr. Bell, you were a quaker long ago. Ho, 
ho ! Mrl^ Bell, you’re a pretty boy ; — a pretty 
quaker you were; and now you’re no quaker, 
nor any thing else : — ho, ho ! Mr. Bell. And 
there’s Mr. Parkes : to be sure, Mr. Parkes looks 
mighty fine to-day, with his powdered head, and 
his grand silk stockings, and his bran new rakish- 
red waistxjoat. — And there’s Mr. Cole, — did you 
ever see sirch a fellow ? a pretty company you’ve 
brOughr together, Mr. Pratt ; kiln-dried quaker s, 
butter-buying buckeens from Mallow-lane, and a 
drinking exciseman from the Coal-quay, to meet 
the great thundering artillery-general that is come 
out of the Indies, and is the biggest" dust of them 
all.” 

“ You scoundrel ! ” exclliimed the colonel ; “ I ’ll 
make you show yourself;” and snatching up his 
sword from a corner of the room, he sprang out 
of the window upon the lawn. In m moment a 
shout of laughter, so hollow, so unlike any human 
sound, made him stop, as well as Mr. Bell, who 
with a huge oak stick was close at the colonel’s 
heels ; others of the party followed on the lawn, 
and the remainder rose and weht to the windows, 
« Come on, colonel,” said Mr. Bell ; “let us catch 
this impudent rascaU’ ^ 

“ Ho, ho I Mr. Bell, here I am — here’s Teigue 
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— wfiy don’t you catch him ? Ho? ho I colonel 
Pratt, what a pretty soldier you are to draw your 
sword uporppoor Teigue, that never did any body 
harm.” 

“ Let us see your lace, you scouiidrel,'\said the 
colonel* 

“ Ho, ho, ho ! — look at me — look at me : do 
you see the wind, colonel Pratt ? — you^Jll see 
Teigue as soon so go in and finish your dinner.” 

“ If you’re upon the earth I ’ll find you?you vil- 
lain ! ” said the colonel, whilst the same unearthly 
shout of derision seemed to come»from behind an 
angle of the building. “ Hfi’s round that Corner,” 
said Mr. Bell — “ run, run.” 

They followed the sound, which was <;piTfeinucck 
at intervals along the garden wall, J)ut cjukl dis- 
cover no human^ being; at last both stopped fb 
draw breath, and in an instant, almost at their 
ears, sounded the shput. 

Ho, ho, ho I colonel Pratt, do you see Teigue 
now ? — do yofl hear him ? — Ho, ho, ho I you’re 
a fine colonel to follow the^wind.’’ 

“ Not that way, Mr. BeM — not that way ; come 
here,” said^the colonel. • 

<< Ho, ho, ho ! what a fool you are ; do you 
think Teigue is going to Ihow himself to you in 
the field, there ? But, colonel, follow me if you 
tan : — you a soldier I — ho, ho, ho 1 ” The 
colonel was enraged — he followed the voice over 
hedge and ditch, alternately laughed at ai^d taunt- 
ed by the unseen dbject of Kis pursuit — (Mr. 
Bell, who was heavy, was soon thrown out), until 
at length, after being lad a wc^ry chase, he found 
himself at the top of the diff, over that part, of the 
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riv.er Lee wlfich, from its great depth, and the 
blackness of its water, has /‘eceived the name of 
Ilell-hole. Here, on the edge of the "cl iff, stood 
the colonel out of breath, and mop^^ing his fore- 
head with his liiAidkerchicf, while the voice, which 
seemed close «at his feet, exclaimed — Now, 
colonel Pratt — now, if you ’re a soldier, here’s 
a leap for you ; — novv look at Teigue — why 
don’t yOu look at him ? — JIo, Jio, ho I Come 
along : 3 ^)u’re warm, I’m sure, colonel Pratt, so 
come in and cool yourself ; Teigue is going, to 
have a swim ! ” • The voice seemed as descend- 
ing amoiigst lihe trailing ivy ‘and brushwood 
which clothes this picturesque cliff nearly from 
top to*rb‘qttom, yet it was impossible that any 
human bffing cpuld have found footing. “ Now, 
coronet, have you courage to take' the leap? — Ho, 
ho, hoi what a pretty soldier you are. Good-by 
— 1^11 see you again in ten njinutes above, at the 
house — look at your watch colonel : — there’s a 
dive for you and a heavy plunge^in to the water 
was heard. The colonel stood still, but no sound 
followed, and he walked slowly back to the house, 
not quite half a mile from the Crag.” ^ 

‘‘ Well, did you see Teigue ? ” said his brother, 
whilst his nephews, scarcely able tODsmother their 
laughter, stood by. — Give me some wine,” said 
the coloneL ** 1 never was led such a dance in 
my life : the fellow carried me all round and 
round, ti}l he brought me to the edge of the cliff, 
and then down he n^ent into Hell-hole, telling me 
he’d be here in ten minutes: 'tis more than that 
«now, but he’s not ceme.” * 

Ho, ho, hoi colonel, is’nt he here?— Teigue 



TEIGUE OF THE LEE. 


257 

ncv(?r told a lie in his life : l|ut, Mr. Pratt, give 
me a drink and my dinner, and then good night 
to you alUfor I’m tired; and that’s the colonel’s 
doing.” A plate pf food was ordered ; it was 
placed by John, with fear and t?omblinjj, on the 
lawn lyidcr the window. Every '•ne kept on the 
watch, and the plate remained undisturbed for 
some time. • 

“ Ah! Mr. P^'attj^will you starve poor4''eigiie? 
Make every one go away from the windows, and 
master Henry out of the tree, and master Richard 
oft the garden wall.” 

The eyes of the company were .turned to the 
tree and the garden wall ; the two boys’ attention 
was occupied in getting down ; the visi?e*s were 
looking at them ; and “ Ho, ho, ho ! go^d luck to 
you, Mr. Pratt ^ — ’tis a good dinner, and’lhert’s 
the plate, ladies and gentlemen — good-bye to 
you, colonel — good-bye, Mr. Bell I — good-bye to 
you all I ” — brought their attention back, when 
they saw the ^mpty plate lying on the grass ; 
and Teigue’s voice was heard no more for that 
evening. Many visits were afterwards paid by 
Teigue; but never was he seen, nor was any 
discov ery ?ver made of his person or character. 
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Ned Siieeiiy was servant-man ta Richard Gum- 
bleton, esquire, of Mountbally, Gumbletonmore, 
in the north of the county of Cork ; and a better 
servant than Nell was not to b^ found in that 
honest county, from Cape Clear to the Kilworth 
Mountain^; fbr nobody — no, not his worst enemy 
couitf sry a word against him, only that he was 
rather giv^^n to iPrinking, idling, lyiqg, and loitering, 
esjfecially the last; for send Ned of a five minute 
message at nine o'clock in the morning, and you 
were a lucky man if you sawchim before dinner. 
If there happened to be a public-hoyse in the way, 
or even a little out of it, Ned was sure to mark it 
as dead as a pointer ;i and knowing every body, 
and every body liking hifb, it'is not to be won- 
dered at he had sc/ inuch to say and tochear, that 
the time slipped away a^ if the sun somehow or 
other* had knocked two hours into One, 

But when he came home, he never was short 
of an excuse : he had, for that matter, five hun- 
dred ready upon the tip of his tongue ; so much 
so, that I dcJubt .if qyen the vjry reverend doctor 
Swift, for, many years Dean of St. Patrick's, in 
Dublin, could match him in that particular, though 
*tiis reverence had a pretty way pf his own of writ* 
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ing things which brought him int* very decent 
company. In fact, ^{ed would fret a saint, but 
then he w»s so good-humoured a fellow, and really 
so handy about a hguse, — for, as he said himself, 
he was as good as a lady's-maid, -^jthat his master 
could got find it in his heart to pijrt with him. 

In your grand houses — not that I am saying 
that Richard Gumbleton*, esquire, of Mountbally, 
Gumbletonmor^', did not keep a good hcSsc, but 
a plain country gentleman, although he is second 
cousin to the last high-sheriff oil the county, can- 
not have all the array of servants that the lord- 
lieutenant has iiT the castk of Duyin — •! say, in 
your grand houses, you can have a, servant for 
every kind of thing, but in Mountbafji^Gun^- 
bletonmore, Ned was expected to please master 
and mistress ; or, as counsellor Curran saifi, ~4)y 
the same token the counsellor was a little dark 
man — one day that he dined there, on his way 
to the Clonmel assizes — Ned was minister for the - 
home and foreign departments. 

But to make a long story short, Ned Sheehy 
was a good butler, gnd %rlght good one too, and 
as for a groom, let him alone; with a horse : he 
could dres? it, or ride it, or shoe it, or physic it, 
or do any thing with it but make it speak — he 
was a secona whisperer ! — there was not his 
•natch in the barony, or the next one neither. A 
pack of hounds he could manage well, ay, and ride 
afler them with the boldest man in the land. It 
was Ned who leaped the old bounds ditch at the 
turn of the boreen of die lands^bf Ileenascreena, 
aRer the English captain pulled up on looking at« 
it^ and cried out it was No go.” Ned rode that 
s 2 
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day Brian Boro, Mr. Gumbleton’s famous chestnut, 
anct people call it Ned Sheehy’s leap to this hour. 

So, you see, it was hard to do without him : 
however, many a scolding he got ; and although 
his master oftoQ said of an evening, I’ll turn off 
Ned," he always forgot to do so in the morning. 

These threats mended Ned not a bit ; indeed, he 
was mending the other way, like bad hsh in hot 
weather.. 

One cold winter’s day, about three o’clock in 
the afternoon, Mr. Gumbleton said to him, 

“ Ned,’* said he, go take Modderaroo down 
to black Falvey, the horse- doctor, and bid him 
look at her knees : for Doctor Jenkinson, who rode 
her hogie^ast night, has hurt her somehow. I 
suppose h^ thought a parson’s horse ought to go 
uppn its' knees f hut, indeed, it was I was the fool 
to give her to him at all, for he sits twenty stone 
if he sits a pound, and knows no more of riding, 
particularly after his third bottle, than 1 do of 
preaching. Now mind and be back in an hour 
at furthest, for I want to have the plate cleaned 
up properly for dinner, sir Augustus O’Toole, 
you know, is to dine here to-day. — Don’t loiter 
for your life.” ^ 

« I, sir?” says Ned. “ Well, that beats 
any thing; as if I’d stop out a mfiiute I” So, 
mounting Modderaroo, off he set. 

Four, five, six o’clock came, and so did sir Au- 
gustus and lady O’Toole, and the four misses 
O’Toole, *and Mr. O’Toole, and Mr. Edward 
O’Toole, and Mr.^James O’Toole, which were 
the young O’Tooles thet were at home, but 
no Ned Sheehy appeared to clean the plate, or 
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to lay the tablecloth, or eve» to pfit dinner .on* 
It is needless to say how Mr. and Mrs. Dick 
Gumbletdh fretted and fumed ; but it was all to 
no use. They did their best,Jliowcver, only it 
was a (lisf^raco to sec long Jem ^thc stable-boy, 

and Bill the gosgoon that used t(9 go oT errand^ 

waiting, without any body to direct them, when 
there was a real baronet and his lady j^t table ; 
for sir Augustus was none of your knights. Rut 
a good bottle of claret makes up for milch, and it 
was not one only they had that flight. However, 
it is not to be concealed that Mn Dick Gumbleton 
went to bed very cross, afld he avuoke sfill Grosser. 

lie heard that Ned had not made hjs appear- 
ance for the whole night ; so he dresy^Wiiuisielf 
in a great fret^ and, taking his liprsewlnp in his 
hand, he said, 

“ There is no further use in tolerating this 
scoundrel ; 111 go* look for him, and if I find 
him, 111 cut the soul out of his vagabond body ! 
I will by 1 ” 

Don’t swear, Dick .dear,” said Mrs. Gum- 
bleton (for she was al#ays a mild woman, being 
daughter^ of fighting Tom €rofts, -who shot a 
couple of gentlemen, friends of his, in the cool 
of the evening, after the Mallow races, one after 
the other), don’t swear, Dick dear,” said she ; 

but do, my dear, oblige me by cutting the flesh 
off his bones, for he richly deserves it. I was 
quite ashamed of lady O’Toole, yesterday, I was, 
’pon honour." 

Out sallied Mr. Gumbleton ; and he had not far 
to walk : for, not mefte than two hundred yards 
from the houses he found Ned lying fast asleep 
s S 
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under aditc1f^(a hccdge), and Modderaroo stand- 
ing by him, poor beast, shaking every limb. The 
loud snoring of Ned, who was lying wilch his head 
upon a stone as^casy and as comfortable as if it 
had been a beet of down or a hop-bag, drew him 
to the spot, and Mr. Gumbleton at once perfjcived, 
from the disarray of Ned's face and person, that 
he had been engaged in ''some perilous adventure 
during the night. Ned appearednot to have des- 
cended in the most regular manner ; for one of his 
shoes remained Sticking in the stirrup, and his 
hat, having rolfed down a little slope, was em- 
bedded i/i green mud. ''Mr. Gumtleton, however, 
did not give «himself much trouble to make a cu- 
rious «*jrvey, but with a vigorous application of 
his thongi sooiv .banished sleep from the eyes of 
Ned SlVeehy. 

‘‘ Ned I'’ thundered his master in great indigna- 
tion, — and on this occasion it was not a word and 
blow, for with that one word came half a dozen : 

Get up, you scoundrel,” said he.*^ 

Ned roared lustily, apd no wonder, for his mas- 
ter’s hand was not one 6f the lightest ; and he 
cried out, between deeping and waking ^ “ O, sir I 
. — don't be angry, sir I — don’t be angry, and I’ll 
roast you easier — easy as a lamb ! ” 

Roast me easier, you vagabond I ” said Mr. 
Gumbleton ; what do you mean? — I’ll roast 
you, my lad. Where were you all night? — Mod- 
deraroo w^l never get overit. — Pack out of my 
service, you worthless villain, this moment ; and, 
indeed, you may give God thanks that 1 don’t get 
you transported.” 

« Thank God, master dear,” said Ned, who 
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was now perfectly awakened — * it’s yourself 
anyhow. There never was a gentleman in the 
whole coitnty ever did so good a turn to a poor man 
as your honour has been after (y>ing to me ; the 
Lord reward you for that same. •Oh I^but strike 
me a^in, and let me feel that it^ yourself, mas- 
ter dear ; — may whisky be my poison — ” 

It will be your poison, you good-for-nothing 
scoundrel,” said jVSr. Gumbleton. 

Well, then nmy whisky be my pofeon,” said 
Ned, « if ’t was not I was — Grod help me ! — in 
the blackest of misfortunes, and they were before 
me, whichever* way I Aimed ’twas do matter. 
Your honour sent me last night, '"sure enough, wdth 
Modderaroo to mister Falvey’s — I d^'Wen}^ it 
— why should I ? for reason cno«]gh I have to re- 
member what liappened.” 

‘‘ Ned, my man,” said Mr. Gumbleton, ‘‘ Til 
listen to none of your excuses: just take the mare 
into the stabje and yourself off*, for I vow to — ” 

“ Begging your honour’s pardon,” said Ned 
earnestly, “ for interrupting your honour ; but, 
master, master 1 rtiake*no vows — they are bad 
things : \ never made but Dne in all my life, 
which was, to drink noyiing at all for a year and 
a day, and >is myself reptnted of it for the clean 
twelvemonth after. But if your honour would 
' only listen to reason : I'll just take in the poor 
baste and if your honour don’t pardon me this 
one time may 1 never see another diayls luck or 
grace.” 

“ I know you, Ned,” said- Mr. Gumbleton. 
‘‘ ^Tiatever your ludk has been, you never had 
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any grace to Jose ; ^but I don’t intend discussing 
the* matter with you. Take; in the mare, sir.” 

Ned obeyed, and his master saw him to the 
stables. Here he reiterated hi^ commands to quit, 
and Ned Sheehy’S excuse for himself began. That 
it was heard uiynterruptedly is more than^I can 
affirm ; but as interruptions, like explanations, 
spoil a story, we must l; 3 t Ned tell it his own 

way. ' , . 

“ No wonder your honour,” said no, “ should be 
a bit angry — grand company coming to the house 
and all, and no rc^gular serving-man to wait, only 
long Jem v so I dont blsme your honour the least 
for being fretjea like ; but when all’s heard, you 
will se(^tl\jat no poor man is more to be pitied 
for last ni^ht than myself. Fin Mac Coul never 
thiough more in his born days than I did, 
though he was a great jotni (giant), and I only 
a man. 

“ I had not rode half a mile from the house, 
when it came on, as your honour mast have per« 
ceived clearly, mighty dark all of a sudden, for 
all the world as if the '^sc 4 n li^id tumbled down 
plump out of the fiq.e clear blue sky. It was not 
so late, being only four o’clock at the nfost, but it 
was as black as your hondur’s hat. ^ell, I didn’t 
care much, seeing 1 knew the road as well as 1 
knew the way to my mouth, whether. I saw it or 
not, and I put the mare into a smart canter ; but 
just as I turned down by the corner of Terence 
jLeahy’s fiHd — sure your honour ought to know 
the place well — just at the very spot the fox was 
kUled when your ho&pur came in first out of a 
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whol'e field of a hundred and fjfty getitlemen, and 
may be more, all of them brave riders.'* 

(Mr. Gambleton smiled.) 

“ Just then, there, I heard th^ low cry of the 
good people wafting upon the winch ‘ How early 
you arfj at your work, my little fellows!'* says I to 
myself ; and, dark as it was, having no wish for 
such company, I thought’it best to get out of their 
way ; so I turned the horse a little up to*fhe left, 
thinking to get down by the boreen, that is that 
w^, and so round to Falvey's ; but there I heard 
the voice plainer and plainer close behind, and I 
could hear these? words 

‘Ned! Ned! 

By my cap so red I 
You ’re m good, Ned, 

As*a man that is dead.’ 

‘ A clean pair of spurs is all that 's for it now,* said 
1; so off I set as hard as I could lick, and in my 
hurry knew iionnore where I was going than I do 
the road to the hill of Tarah. Away I galloped 
oh for some time, mjtil i dame to the noise of a 
stream, roaring away by itself in the darkness. 

‘ What rivSr is this? ^ said I to myself — for there 
was nobody els^ to ask — ‘ I thought,* says I, ‘ I knew 
every inch of ground, and of water too, within 
twenty miles, and never the river surely is there 
in this direction.’ So 1 stopped to look about ; 
but I might have spared myself that* trouble, for 
1 could not see as much as itiy hand. *I didn’t 
know what to do ; but I thought in myself, it’s 
a queer river, surely, «if son^ebody does not live^ 
near it ; and 1 shouted out as loud as I could. 



266 NED sheehy’s excuse. 

Murder ! milrder ! r— fire ! — robbery ! — any thing 
that would be natural in sueh a place — but not a 
sound did I hear except my own voice echoed back 
to me, like a huipdred packs of hounds in full cry 
above and beh/W, right and left. This didn't do 
at all ; so I dismounted, and guided mysrff along 
the stream, directed by the noise of the water, as 
cautious as if I was trea*ding upon eggs, holding 
poor Modderaroo by the bridle, ‘'who shook, the 
poor brote, all over in a tremble, like my old 
grandmother, i elst her soul anyhow ! in the ague. 
Well, sir, the heart was sinking m me, and I was 
giving myself up, wheft, as good luck would have 
it, I saw a light. * Maybe/ said I, ‘ my good fel- 
Ipw, ^u^pe only a jacky lanthorn, and want to 
bog me and Modderaroo.' But I looked at the 
light hard, and I thought it was too study (steady) 
for a jacky lanthorn. ‘ 1*11 try you,* says I — « so 
here goes;' and, walking as. quick as a thief, I 
came towards it, being very near ^plumping into 
the river once dr twice, and being stuck up to my 
middle, as your honou,r may perceive cleanly the 
marks of, two or three fimes'* in the slob,^ At 
last I made the ^ight out, and it CQuiing from 
a bit of a house by the^ roadside ; so I went to 
the door and gave three kicks at if, as strong as 
I could. ^ . . 

‘ Open the door for Ned Sheehy,’ said a voice 
inside. Now, besides that I could not, for the life 
of me, make out how any one inside should know 
me before I spoke a word at all, I did not like the 

, Otslaib; mire on* the seiT* strand or river’s bank.— 
O’Bbixk. 
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sound of that voice, H was so h^^arse tind so hollgw, 
just like a dead nian'»! — so I said nothing i|nme- 
diately. The same voice spoke again, and said, 
‘ Why don't you open the door tp Ned Sheehy ? ’ 
‘ How pat my name is to you,* Tsaid I, without 
speakiag out, ‘ on tip of your tong’ie, like butter;' 
and I was between two minds about staying or 
going, when what should the door do but open, 
and out came a mai\ holding a candle in Ms hand, 
and he had upon him a face as white as*a sheet. 

‘ Why, then, Ned Sheehy,* «ays he, ‘ how 
grand you’re grown, that you won’t come in and 
see a friend, as you’re parsing by,’ 

« < Pray, sir,’ says I, looking at hjm — though 
that face of his was enough to dumbfodn^lfir any 
honest man like myself — ‘ Pray, sij,* says I, ‘ may 
I make so, bold & to ask if you are not Jack M34ors 
that was drowned seven years ago, next Martin- 
mas, in the ford of ^h-na-fourish ? ’ 

“ ‘ Suppose I was,’ says he : ‘ has not a man 
a right to be (frowned in the ford facing his own 
cabin-door any day of the week that he likes, from 
Sunday morning to* Saturday night ?’ 

“ ‘ I’m not denying that same, Mr. Myers, sir,* 
says I, < if’tis yourself is to the fore speaking to 
me.’ 

“ ‘ Well,’ says he, ‘ no more words about that 
matter now ; sure you and I, Ned, were friends 
of old ; come in, and take a glass ; and here ’s a 
good fire before you, and nobody shall hurt or 
harm you, and I to*the fore, hnd myselt* able to 
do it’ 

“ Now, your honoifr, tho^igh ’twas much tej 
drink with a man that was drowned seven years 



268 ned'sheehy’s excuse. 

before, in fche ford of Ah-na-fourish, facing his 
owni'^door, yet the glass was hard to be withstood 
— to say nothing of the fire that was blazing with- 
in — for the night was mortal cold. So tying Mod- 
deraroo to th^,ftasp of the door — if I don't love 
the creature 1 love my own life — I went in 
with Jack Myers. 

“ Civil enough he was — 111 never say other- 
wise to eny dying hour — foi;,he hiinded me a stool 
by the fire, and bid me sit down and make myself 
comfortable. ..But his face, as I said before, was 
as white as th^ snow on the hills, and his two 
eyes fell dead-on me, like the eyes of a cod with- 
out any life^in them. Just as I was going to put 
the glgss^.to my lips, a voice — ’t was the same that 
I heard l^idding the door be opened — spoke out 
o^i^ cu^}board'that was convenierit to the left hand 
side of the chimney, and said, ^ Have you any 
news for me, Ned Sheehy 

‘ The never a word, sir,' says I, making an- 
swer before I tasted the whisky, alf out of civility; 
and, to speak the truth, never the least could 1 
remember at that momant of what had happened 
to me, or how I got there; for I was quite bothered 
wilji the fright. * 

“ ‘ Have you no says th^ voice, ^ Ned, 

to tell me, from Mountbally Gumbletonmore ; or 
from the Mill ; or about Moll Trantum that wa^ 
married last week to Bryan Oge, and you at the 
wedding ? ' • 

‘ No*", sir,' saysl I, * never the word.' 

‘‘ ‘ What brought you in here, Ned, then ? * 
says the voice. 1 (ould say nothing ; for, what- 
^ey^r other people might do, 1 never could frame 
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an cx*cuse ; and 1 was loth to say it^as on ac- 
count of the glass and^the fire^^for that W'ou}d be ' 
to speak tlws truth. 

“ ‘ Turn the scoundrel out,’ says the voice ; 
and at the sound of it, who would ^ see but Jack 
Myers making over to me with a Ipmp Of a stick 
in his hand, and it clenched on the stick so wicked. 
For certiiin, I did not stop to feel the weight of 
t^c blow; so, dropping the glass, and i4fiu]l of 
the stuff too, I bolted out of the door, and never 
rested from running away, for as. good, I believe, 
as twenty miles, till I found niys^f in a big wood. 

“ ‘ The Lord preserve me I what will become 
of me now!^ says I. ‘ Oh, Ned Shpehy I’ says 
I, speaking to myself, ‘my man, yout’re,^ina 
pretty hobble ; and to leave poor Mfl^deraroo 
after you ! ’ But the words were not well* ou W>f 
my mouth, when I heard the dismallest ullagoane 
in the world, enough to break any one’s heart 
that was not broke before, with the grief entirely ; 
and it was not^long till 1 could plainly see four 
nien coming towards me, with a great black coffin 
on their shoulders. , ‘ I’d better get up in a tree,’ 
says I, ‘for they say ’t is not, lucky to meet a 
corpse : I ’ih in the way of misfortune to-night, if 
ever man was.’ 

“ 1 could not help wondering how a berrin 
(funeral) should come there in the lone wood at 
that time of night, seeing it could not be far from 
the dead hour. But it was little good for me 
thinking, for they soon came tinder the very tree 
1 was roosting in, and down they put the coffin, 
and began to make a fose fire under me. I’ll be^ 
smothered alive now, thinks 1, and that will be 



270 NED ^iieehy’s excuse. 

tHre end of ; but I was afraid to stir for the 
life, (ir to speak oiit to bid^tlicm just make their 
fire under some other tree, if it would, be all the 
same thing to them. Presently they opened the 
coffin, and out^they dragged a*^s fine looking a man 
at you'd ‘meet ^with in a day's walk. 

“ ‘ Where’s the spit?* says one. 

“ ‘ Here *tis,* says another, handing it over; 
and for’/certain they spitted him, and began to 
turn him before the fire. 

“ If they arg .not going to eat him, thinks I, 
like the Hannibals father Quinlan told us about 
in his sarmint last Sunday. <■ 

“ ‘ Who '11 turn the spit while we go for the 
otherjngj'edi'cnts?’ says one of them that brought 
the coffin^ and a big ugly-looking blackguard he 
WJ(^. 

‘ Who 'd turn the spit but Ned Sheehy ? * 
says another. 

“ Burn you I thinks I, ho"^ should you know 
that I was here so handy to you u^ in the tree ? 

“ ‘ Come down, Ned Sheehy, and turn the 
spit,* says he. 

‘ I *m not here at all, sir,’ says I, putting my 
hand over my face that he may not sfe me. 

‘ That won't do for •.you, my man,* says he ; 

* you *d better come down, or maybe I *d make 
you.’ 

< 1 *m coming, sir,’ says I ; for *t is always 
right to make a virtue of necessity. So down 1 
came, and there they left meuturning the spit in 
the middle of the wide wood. 

« ‘ Don’t scorch me, Ned Sheehy, you vaga- 
bond/ says the man^on the spit. 
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^ And my lord, sir, and ar’n’t yoji dead, sirf” 
says I, ‘ and your honour takeft out of the 
and all ? * 

“ ‘ I ar’ift,* says he. 

“ ‘ But surely yoil are, sir,' sayts I, ‘ for 't is to 
no use now for me denying that f saw your ho- 
nour, alld I up in the tree.* 

“ ‘ I ar'n’t,’ says he agtyn, speaking quite short 
and snappish. 

“ So I said nd mono, until presently he called 
out to me to turn him easy, or that maybe *t would 
be the worse turn for myself. 

“ ‘Will that (JO) sir?* says I,* turning him as 
easy as I could. 

“ ‘ That *s too easy,’ says he : *so Ptuwied him 
faster. 

“ ‘ That ’s toq fast,’ saj s he ; sc^ findtng that, 
turn him which way I would, I could not please 
him, 1 got into a bit of a fret at last, and desired 
him to turn himself, •for a grumbling spalpeen as 
he was, if he liljed it better. 

“ Away I ran, and away he came hopping, spit 
and all, after me, and he but half-roasted. ‘ Mur- 
der ! * says I, shouting ouf ; ‘ I *m done for at long 
last — nowtor never I’ — wheiT all of a sudden, 
and ’t was really wonderfql, not knowing where I 
was rightly, 1 f^und myself at the door of the very 
little cabin by the roadside that I had bolted out 
of from Jack Myers ; and there was Modderaroo 
standing hard by. 

“ ‘Open the door for Ned.Sheehy,’ says the 
voice,— for ’t was shut against me, — and the door 
flew open in an instanU In I ran, without stop 
or stay, thinking it better td be beat by Jack 
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Myers, he l^eing an old friend of mine, than to 
be* sotted like a Michaelmas goose by a man that 
1 knew nothing about, either of hin? or his fa- 
mily, one or the other. 

« ‘ Have youViny news for me ? ’ says the voice, 
putting just tlie same question to me that it did 
before. * ^ 

“ ‘Yes, sir,' says I, ‘^and plenty.’ So I men- 
tioned *^11 that had happened to me in the big 
wood, and how 1 got up ill the^tree, and how I 
was made come jiown again, and put to turning 
the spit, roasting the gentleman, and how I could 
not please him, turn hjm fast or* easy, although 1 
tried my best,* and how he ran after me at last, 
spit and all. ' 

“ rtf yOu had told me this before, you would 
noj: have* beeA turned out in the cold,' said the 
voice. * 

“ ‘ And how could I tell it to you, sir,' says I, 
‘ before it happened ? ’ 

“ « No matter,* says he, ‘ you may sleep now 
till morning on that bundle of hay in the corner 
there, and only I was your friend, you 'd have 
been kilt entirely.' So down I lay, but I was 
dreaming, dreaming all the rest of the>night, and 
when you, master dear, v^oke me with that blessed 
blow, 1 thought 't was the man oh the spit had 
hold of me, and could hardly believe my eyes, 
when I found myself in your honour’s presence, 
and poor Mpdderaroo safe and sound, by my side ; 
but how i came there is more than I can say, if 
’t was not Jack Myers, although he . did make the 
offer to strike me, or some^ one among the good 
people that befrien&ed me.” 
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is all a drunken dream, you scoundrel,” 
said Mr. Gumbleton ; have \ not had fifti such 
excuses faom you ?” 

“ But never one, your honour, that really hap- 
pened before,” said Ned, with tipblushing front. 

How^omever, since your honour fancies 't is 
drinking I was, I *d rather never drink again to 
the world's end, than lose so good a master as 
yourself, and i^‘ I ’m forgiven this once^*iQnd g et 
another trial—” * 

“Well,” said Mr. Gumbleton,^ “ you may, for 
tills once, go into Mountbally, Gumbletonmore 
again ; let me see that you 'keep your promise 
as to not drinking, or mind the consequences ; 
and, above all, let me hear no more oftfch^ good 
people, for I don’t believe a single ifrord about 
them, whatever I may do of bad ones.*^ < 

So saying, Mr. Gumbleton turned on his heel, 
and Neas countenance relaxed into its usual ex- 
pression. * 

“ Now I would not be after saying about the 
good people what the master said last,” exclaimed 
Peggy, the maid, jn^ho^vi^s within hearing, and 
who, by the way, had an eye after Ned : “ 1 would 
not be aftA* saying such a thing ; the good people, 
maybe, will lyake him foei the differ (difference) 
to his cost.” 

. Nor was Peggy wrong, for, whether Ned 
Sheehy dreamt of the Fir Darrig or not, within 
a fortnight after^two of Mr. Gumbleton’s cows, 
the best milkers in^he parisl?^ ran dry, ini before 
the week was out Modderaroo was lying dead in 
the stone quarry. 
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XXXIII. 

• 

The kitchen of some country houses in Ireland 
presents in no ways a bad modem translation of 
the ancient feudal hall. Traces of clanship still 
linger round its hearth in the numerous depon'd- 
ants on “ the master’s bounty. ’ Nurses, foster- 
brothers, and other hangers on, are there as mat- 
ter ofjright, while the strolling piper, full of mirth 
and music, t|^e benighted traveller, even the 
passing^beggar, are received with a hearty wel- 
come, and each contributes planxty, song, or su- 
perstitious tale, towards the eyening’s amusement. 

An assembly, such as has been described, had 
collected round the kitchen fire bf Ballyrahen- 
house, at the foot of the Galtee mountains, when, 
as is ever the case, one We of Avonder called forth 
another; and with the advance of the evening 
each, succeeding story was received Vith deep 
and deeper attention. The history of Cough na 
Looba’s dance with the black friar at Rahill, and 
the fearful tradition of Coum an Hr morriv (the; 
dead man’s hollow), were listened to in breath- 
less silenp e/ A pause followed^ the last relation, 
and all eyes rested bn the narrator, an old nurse 
who occupied the post of honour, that next the 
^fireside. She was seated ih that peculiar, position 
which the Irish name Currigguib/* a position 
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generally assumed by a weter^n and determined 
story-teller. Her haunches resting upol the 
ground, and her feet bundled under the oody; 
her arms folded across and supporj;*ed by her knees, 
and the outstretched chin of her hooded head 
pressing on the upper arm; whi^h compact ar- 
rangement nearly reduced the whole figure into 
a perfect triangle. * 

Unmoved by«the general gaze, Bridget Doyle 
made no change of attitude, while she gravely 
asserted the truth of the marvallous tale con- 
cerning the Dead Man's Hollow ; her Strongly 
marked counteiftmce at She timed*eceiving what 
painters term a fine chiaro obscuro effect from the 
fire-light. • % - ^ 

<< 1 have told you,” she said, << hat h^pp^ned 
to my own people, the Butlers and the DOylesi in 
the old times ; but here is little Ellen Connell 
from the county Cprk, who can speak to what 
happened under her own father and mother’s rooi 
— • the Lord h^ good to them 1” 

Ellen, a young and blooming girl of about 
sixteen, ‘was empl§yed«in the dairy at Bally- 
rahen. She was the picture of health and rustic 
beauty ; an^ at this hint from nurse Doyle, a deep 
blush" mantled over hei^ countenance ; yet, al- 
though unaccustomed to public speaking," she. 
without further hesitation or excuse, proceeded 
as follows : — 

' It was one May eve, about thirteen ]^ears ago, 
and that is, as every body knbws, the airiest da}/ 
in all the twelve months* It is the day above all 
other days,*’ said Elleii; with^ier large dark eyes 
cast down on the ground, and drawing a deep sigh, 
T 2 
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“ wh^ the J^oung^boys and the young girls go 
looking after '’the Drutheeny to learn from it 
rightly the name of their sweethearts. * 

‘‘ My father, , and my mother, and my two 
brothers, with«two or three of the neighbours, 
were sitting ro^.nd the turf fire, and were/alking 
of one thing or another. My mother was husho- 
ing my Httle sister, strivit^g to quieten her, for she 
was cuttfhg her teeth at the tlme,/ind was mighty 
uneasy through the means of them. The day, 
which was threatening all along, now that it was 
coming"* on to dusk, began to rain, and the rain 
increased and #fell fastr and fastbr, as if it was 
pouring through a sieve out of the wide heavens ; 
and when^the rain stopped fqr a bit there was a 
wind which k^pt up such a whistling and racket, 
that ydb would have thought the sky and the 
earth were coming together. It blew and it blew 
as if it had a mind to blow tl^ roof off the cabin, 
and that would not have been very hard for it to 
do, as the thatch was quite loose m two or three 
places. Then the rain began again, and you could 
hear it spitting and hissing ii»the fire, as it came 
down through tbecbig chimbky. ^ 

“ > God bless us,’ says my mother,'^ but ’t is a 
dreadful night to be at^'sea,’ says she, *and God 
be praised that we have a roof, bad as it is, to 
shelter us.' 

<< 1 don't, to be sure, recollect all this, mistress 
Doyle, b^t only as my brothers told it to me, and 
other people, and bmn have I heard it ; for I 
was so little then, that they say I could just go 
finder the table without tipping my head. . Any- 
way, it was in the very height of the pelting and 
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whistling that we heard somejthing fipeak (mtside 
the door. My father and all of us listens, but 
there was^lo more noise at that time! We waited 
a little longer, and^hen we plaii^y heard a sound 
like an old man’s voice, asking |o be let in, but 
mighty feeble and weak. Tim bqunced up, with- 
out a word, to ask us whether we ’d like to let 
the old man, or whoevef he was, in — having al- 
ways a heart m sof^ as a mealy potato before the 
voice of sorrow. When Tim pulled back the bolt 
thfit did the door, in marched a^ktle bit of a shri- 
velled, weather-beaten creature, about two feet 
and a half high.* 

« We were all watching to see who ’d come in, 
for there was a wall between us and^^he.doQ^ ; 
but when the sound of the undojpg of the bolt 
stopped, we h&rd Tim give a sort of a l^creech, 
and instantly he bolted in to us. He had hardly 
time to say a word, or we either, when the little 
gentleman shuffled in after him, without a God 
save all here, or by your leave, or any other sort 
of thing that any decent body might say. We 
all, of one accord, scrambled over to the furthest 
end of th^ room, where we were, old and young, 
every one trying who ’d get nearest the wml, and 
farthest fromthim. All £e eyes of our body were 
stuck upon him, but he^didn’t mind us no more 
’ than that frying-pan there does now. He walked 
over to the fire, and squatting himself down like a 
frog, took the pipe that my father dropped from 
his mouth in the Hurry, put* it into his own, and 
then began to smoke so hearty, that he soon filled 
the room of it. 

** We had plenty of time to observe him, and 
T 3 
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my. Imothers^ say tjjiat he wore a sugar-loaf hat 
that vas as red as blood : lie had a face as yellow 
as a kite’s claw, and as long as to-dUy and to- 
morrow put together, with a mouth all screwed 
and puckered 4ip like a washer- woman’s hand^ 
little blue eyeS) and rather a highish nofie ; his 
hair was quite grey and lengthy, appearing under 
his hat,^ and flowing ovef the cape of a long scar- 
let coatV which almost trailed the ground behind 
him, and^the ends of which he took up and planked 
on his knees to»dry, as he sat facing the nre. He 
had smart corduroy breeches, and woollen stock- 
ings drawn up^over the knees, so as to hide the 
kneebucklesj- if he had the pride to have them ; 
hilt, at any rate, if he hadn’t them in his knees he 
had buckles injiis shoes, out before his spindle legs. 
When Ve came to ourselves a little we thought 
to escape from the room, but no one would go first, 
nor no one would stay last ; fSo we huddled our- 
selves together and made a dart out of the room. 
My little gentleman never minded any thing of 
the scrambling, nor hardly stirred himself, sitting 
quite at his ease before the fit e. The neighbours, 
the very instant minute they got tq the door, 
although it still continued pelting rain, cut gutter 
as if Oliver Cromwell hunself was at dieir heels ; 
and no blame to them fqr that, anyhow. It was 
my father, and my mother, and my brothers, ana 
myself, a little hop-of-my-thumb midge as I was 
then, th^jt were left to see what would come out 
of this strange visit.; so we *a]l went quietly to 
the labbiff\ scarcely dmring to throw an eye at 

• * LMig^hed, from Leaba * — Vide O’Brien and 
O’Rexllt. 
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him* as we passed the door. Nevev the winl^ of 
sleep could they sleep that livd-long night, t loiigh, 
to be sure, 1 slept like a top, not knowing loetter, 
while they were t^P^ing and thiyking of the little 
man. 

“ \^5)ien they got up in the morning every thing 
was as quiet and as tidy about tne place as if no- 
thing had happened, for all that the chairs and 
stools were tuipbled here, there, and evety where, 
when we saw the laci enter. Now, indeed, I for- 
gpt whether he came next night or not, but 
anyway, that was the first time; we ever laid eye 
upon him. This 1 knoi?» for certain, that, about 
a month after that he came regular^ every night, 
and used to give us a signal to be on ^he. move, 
for ’t was plain he did not like to b6^ observed. 
This sign was tilways made about eleven o’c|pck ; 
and then, if we 'd look towards the door, there 
was a little hairy qrm thrust in through the key- 
hole, which would not have been big enough, only 
there was a firesh hole made near the first one, 
and the bit of stick between them had been 
broken away, and«o 'Uv&s just fitting for the lit- 
tle arm. 

The ^ir darrig continued his visits, never 
missing a nj^ht, as loi% as we attended to the 
signal ; smoking always out of the pipe he made 
his own of, and warming himself till day dawned 
before the fire, and then going no one living knows 
where : but there was not the least mark of him 
to be found in the morning ; .and ’t is as true, 
nurse Doyle, and honest people, as you are all 
here sitting before me and Iff the side of me, that 
T 4 
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th^ f^ily ccVntinu^d thriving, and my father and 
brothers rising in ttie world^while ever he came 
to us.'* When we observed this, we used always 
look for the very moment to vsee when the arm 
would come, asid then we*d instantly fly olF with 
ourselves'to ouy rest. But before we foivad the 
luck, we used sometimes sit still and not mind the 
arm, especially when a lieighbour would be with 
my fathCT, or that two or th^e or four of them 
would have a drop among them, and then they 
did not care foi^ all the arms, hairy or not, tl^t 
ever were seen. No one, however, dared to speak 
to it or of it insolently, except, indeed, one night 
that Davy Kennane — but he was drunk — walked 
oyer and ^it it a rap on the back of the wrist: the 
hand was^ snal^hed off like lig^htning; but every 
onecknoVs that Davy did not live^a month after 
this happened, though he was only about ten days 
sick. The like of siich trickscare ticklish things 
to do. 

As sure as the red man would put in bis arm 
for a sign through the hole in the door, and that 
we did not go and open it* to him, so sure some 
mishap befel the cattle: the cows were f^lf- stoned, 
or overlooked, or something or another went wrong 
with them. One night my brothercDan refused 
to go at the signal, and the next day, as he was 
cutting turf in Crogh-na-drimina bog, within a 
mile and a half of the house, a stone was thrown 
at him wl^ich broke fairly, with the force, into 
two halves. Now, if that had happened to hit 
him he’d be at this hour as dead as my great 
g;reat-grandfather. It canfe whack-slap against 
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the spade he had in his hand, and split aUont;e 
in two pieces. He took them^up and fittedlhem 
together aSid they made a perfect. heart, feome 
way or the other he lost it sincei but he still has 
the one which was shot at the spotted milch cow, 
before the little man came near ||is. Many and 
many a time 1 saw that same ; ’tis just the shape 
of the ace of hearts on the cards, only it is of a 
dark-red colour, and, polished up like tfie grate 
that is in the grand parlour within. When this 
did not kill the cow on the spot( she swelled up; 
but if you took and put the* elf-stone under 
her udder, and*milked her uponsit to the last 
stroking, and then made her drink the milk, it 
would cure her, and she would thriv^iwith ygu 
ever after. , ^ 

“ But, as I* said, we were getting •on well 
enough as long as we minded the door and watched 
for the hairy arm,« which we did sharp enough 
when we found it was bringing luck to us, and 
we were now as glad to see the little red gentle- 
man, and as ready to open the door to him, as we 
used to dread his ccmiing at first and be frightened 
of him. l^ut at long last we throve so well that 
the landlord — God forgive him — took notice of 
us, and envied us, and asked my father how he 
came by the penny he had, and wanted him to 
take more ground at a rack-rent that was more 
than any Christian ought to pay to another, seeing 
there was no making it. When my fhtljer — and 
small blame to himTdr that — refused to lease the 
ground, he turned us off the bit of land we had, 
and out of the bouse dhd all,^d left us in a widg 
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aiid yicked eWorld, where my father, for he was a 
soft Linocent man/was not up to the roguery and 
the lirickery that was practised upon him. ‘ He 
was taken this.way by one §ind that way by an- 
other, and he^ treating them that were working 
his dowiifall. ^ And he used to take bite ^nd sup 
with them, and they with him, free enough as 
long as the money lasted; but when that was 
gone, aii^d he had not as much aground, that he 
could call his own, as woul(f sod a lark, they soon 
shabbed him off. The landlord died not long 
after ; and he jnow knows whether he acted 
right or wrong in taking the house from over our 
heads. 

“ It i% a bad thing for the heart to be cast 
(fown, S 9 we took another cabin, and looked out 
wi^h gieat desire for the Fir darrigtocome to us. 
But ten o'clock came and no arm, although we 
cut a hole in the door just tl^e moral (model) of 
the other. Eleven o’clock 1 — twelve o’clock I — 
no, not a sign of him: and every night we 
watched, but all would not do. We then travelled 
to the other house, and ive rooted up the hearth, 
for the landlord asked so great a rent for it from 
the poor people that no one could tike it ; and 
we carried away the i'ery door off the hinges, 
and we brought every thing with us that we 
thought the little man was in any respect partial 
to, but he did not come, and we never saw him 
again. ^ ^ 

<< My Vather and my motiier, and my young 
sister, are since dead, and my two brothers, who 
^could tell all about this ^tter than myself, are 
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both of them gone out with Ingrafti in hm last 
voy^e to the Cape'of Good*Hope, leavirt me 
behind wifliout kith or kin.'* . * 

Here young Ellen’s voice bec^e choked witli 
sorrow, and bursting into tears, sbe hid her face 
in her apron. 
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Fir Aarrig, correctly written 1^eAtl*bcAn?j, means the rod. man, 
and is simember of the fairy community of Ireland, who bears a strong 
resemblance to the Shakspearian Puck, or Robin Ooodfellow. Like 
that merry goblin, hisMelight is in mischief and mockery; and this 
Irish spirit is doubt#^8 the same as the Scottish lied Cap; which a 
writer in the*Quarterly Review (No. XLIV. p. 358.), traci^^ national 
analogies, asserts is the Robin Hood of England, and the Saxon spirit 
Hudkin or Hodeken, so called from^the hoodakin or little hood wherein 
he appeared,— a spirit similar to the Spanish Duende. The Fir Darrig 
has also s&mc traits of resemblance in common with the Scotch 
Brownie, thg German Kobold (particularly the celebrated one, Hinzeb 
man), the English Hobgoblin (Milton*s“ Lubber Fiend **), and the Fullet 
of Gervasc of Tilbury; lAlhosays of the Folletos, ** Verba utique «hu- 
mano more audiuntur^t effigies non comparent De istis pleraquc 
miracula memini me in vita atbi^vlata etmiraculis beatissimi Antonii 
reperisse.*’— Gtfa Imiierialia. 

The red dress :.nd 8t.-ange flexibility of voice possessed by the F*; 
Dayrig form, His peculiar characteristics; the latter, according to Irish 
tafe-teilers, is hike 1^UA]fp ijA bcoq, the sound of the waves ; and 
again it i%cdmpar^to Cool t)A wthe music of angels ; 

CeiTeAbATt i)A nedi), the warbling of birds, &c, ; and the usual 
address to this fkiry is, Ka pocn)0?b 1^U]ti, do not mock us. 
His entire dress, when he is seen, is invariably described as crimson ; 
whereas, Irish fkirles generally appear in fjjiVA but>» cuIaiq 5lAr, 
rrod A15 bAUAi A^ur bno5A ; a buflk hat, a green suit, 

white stockings, and red shoes. 
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treasure; legends. 



* Bell, book, and candle, shall not drive me back 
When gold and silver becks me to come on.” 

^ Kt'n^ John. 

' This U r»ity gol* hpy, md tm prate io.“ 
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DREAMING TIM JARVIS. 

xxxiy. 

Timothy Jarvis was a decent, honest, quiet, 
hard-working man, as every body kdbws that 
knows Balledeheb. ^ 

Now Balledehob is a small place, about forty 
miles west of Cork. It is situated on the sum- 
mit of a hill, and yet it is in a deep valley ; for 
on <dl sides there are lofty mountains that rise 
one above another in barren grandeur, and seem 
to look down with,8co9i*iipon the little busy 
village which they surround mth their idle wd 
unpoducti^ magnificence. Man and beast have 
alike deserted jthem to tbe dominion of the eagle, 
who soars majestically over them. On the high- 
tsffit of those mountains there is a small, and as is 
commonly believed, unfathomable lake, the only 
inhabitant of which is a huge serpent, who has 
been sometimes seen to stretch, its Enormous 
head above the waters, and firequently is heard 
to utter a noise whichtshakep the very rocks to 
their foundation. 
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'3ut, ^ I was saying, every body knew Tim 
Jarvis to be a decent, hone&t, quiet, hard-working 
man^ who was thriving enough to be r.ble to give 
bis, daughter N^lly a fortune, of ten pounds; and 
Tim bimi^jff i^^ould have been snug enough be- 
sides, t^'thjit he loved the drop sometimes. 
However, he was seldom backward on rent day. 
His ground was never distrained but twice, aiid 
both times through a small^bit of a mistake ; and 
his landlord had never but once to say to him — 

Tim Jarvis, you Ve all behind, Tim, like the 
cow’s tail.” Now it so happened that, being 
heavy in himself, through the dk ink, Tim took to 
sleeping, and the sleep set Tim dreaming, and he 
4roamed^ all night, and night after night, about 
v^i^ks fpil of gold and other precious stones ; so 
much So, that Norah Jarvis his wife could get no 
good of him by dajT, and have little comfort with 
him by ^ The grey d^wn of the morning 
wquldri^ Tjm digging away in a bog-hole, puy* 
under some old stone walls like a 
last he drqamt that be found a mighty 
gold* and silver — and ^wher« do 
you think ? Eve?^;: step of the way upon Lon- 
dbn-bridge, itself! Twice dreiimt it, gnd 
three times Tim dreaigt the^ame^ thing; and at 
last be made up bis mmd to transport himself, 
and go over to London, in Pat Mahoney’s coaster 
— and so be did I 

: Well, ^be got . thefre, and found the bridge 
Wjtdiout much difliculty. Everyday be walk^ 
up and down looking tov the crock of |old> but 
/lever the find did be find^lt. One 4ay,lmwever, 
as be was looking oyer the bridge i^he water, 
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noble river wheels its course. The c^posit4 
is a very steep ascent, thicklyVooded, and rising 
to a height of at least seventy feet ; and,tfor a 
quarter of a mile, tlys beautiful eppse follows the 
course of the river. 

The jirst individual I encountered w'as an old 
cowherd ; nor was I unfortunate in my cicerone, 
for he assured me there were plenty of old stories 
about strange tfeings that used to be in tide place ; 
“ but,” continued he’, “ for my own share, I never 
nif t any thing worse nor myselft • If it bees ould 
stories that your honour ’s after^ the story about 
Linn-na-Payshtllaand Poul-maw-Grullyawn is the 
only thing about this place that’s worth one 
j*ack-straw. Does your honour see that gre^t 
big black hole in the river yonder J>elow?^’ He 
|)ointed my attention to a part of the rlv^r about 
fitly yards from the old hall, where a long island 
occupied the centre of the wide current^ the 
water at one side running shallow, and at the 
other assuming every appearance of unfathomable 
depth. The spacious pool, dark and still, wore 
a deathlike quietude of«surface. It looked as if 
the speckled trout would ^luin its murky pre- 
cincts — a^ if even the daring pike would shrink 
from so gloomy a dwelling-place. “ That’s Linn- 
na-Payshtha, sir,’’ resumed my guide, “ and 
Poul-maw-Gullyawn is just the very moral of it, 
only that it’s round, and not in a river, but stand- 
ing out in the middle of a green fk^ld, about a 
short quarter of a mile from ^his-. Well, ’tis as 
good as fourscore years — I often hard my father, 
God be merciful to hiifi I tey the story — since; 
Manus O'Rourke, a great buckeen, a cock-fight- 



LINN-NA-PAYSHTHA. 


306 

in^ dtinking’ blackguard that was long ago, went 
to sleep one nighrand had^ dream about Linn- 
na-Ps^yshtha. This Manus, the dirty* spalpeen, 
there was no h€> with him ; Jie thought to ride 
rough-shod ovw his betters through the whole 
country, thougji he was not one of the re?l stock 
of the O'Rourkes. Well, this fellow had a dream 
that if he dived in Linrl-na-Payshtha at twelve 
o’clock of a Hollow-eve night, he’d find more 
gold tliaif would make a man of him and his wife, 
while grass grew* or water ran. The next night 
he had the same> dream, and sure enough if he 
had it the second nighfH it came to him the third 
in the same* form. Manus, well becomes him, 
never tol^ mankind or womankind, but swwe to 
himself, by all the books that ever were shut or 
opfti, that, any how, he would gb to the bottom 
of the big hole. What did he care for the 
Payshtha-more that was lyingrthere to keep guard 
on the gold and silver of the old ancient family 
that was buried there in the wars', packed up in 
the brewing-pan ? Sure he was as good an 
O’Rourke as the best ofthenP, taking care to for- 
get that his grandfinother’s father was a cow-boy 
to the earl O’Donnel. At long last ^lollow-eve 
comes, and sly and silenf master Manus creeps to 
bed early, and just at midnight steals down to the 
river side. When he came to the bank his mind 
misgave him, and he wheeled up to Frank 
M‘Clure’js the old Frank that was then at that 
time^ — and got a ^bottle oTvhisky, and took it 
with him, and 'tis unknown how much of it he 
•drank. He walked acreftts to the island, and 
down he went gallantly to the bottom like a stone. 
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Sure enough the Payshtha there afor’l Win, 
lying like a great Dig conger eel, seven yards 
long, and*as thick as a bull in the body, with a 
mane upon his neck like ahorse. • The Payshtha- 
more reared himself up ; and, loolfing at the poor 
man a»if he’d eat him, says he, in. good English, 

‘‘ ‘ Arrah, then, Manus,’ says he, * what 
brought you here ? It would have beej} better 
for you to have blown your brains out at once 
with a pistol, and have made a ^uiet end of your- 
seJf, than to have come down hei't for me to deal 
with you.’ 

“ ‘ Oh, plase your hdhour,’ says Manus, ‘ I 
^leg my life :* and there he stood shak^g like a 
dog in a wet sack. 

“ ‘ Well, as you have some <blooA of the 
O’Rourkes in you, I forgive you this once ; but, 
by this and by that, if ever I see you, or any one 
belonging to you, coming about this place again, 
I ’ll hang a quarter of you on every tree in the 
wood.’ 

“ ‘ Go home,’ s^s the Payshtha — * go home, 
Manus,’ says he ; ^and*if you can’t make better 
use of your^time, get drunk ;»btit don’t come here, 
bothering me. Yet, stgp I since you are here, 
and have ventured to come, I’ll show you some- 
thing that you ’ll remember till you go to your 
grave, and ever afler, while you live.' 

“ With that, my dear, he opens an iron door in 
the bed of the river, and never the drop of water 
ran into it; and there Manus sees a long dry 
cave, or under-ground cellar like, and the 
Payshtha drags him in, and «huts the door. It 
wasn’t long before the baste began to get smaller, 

X 2 
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an^ sliialler, ^and smaller ; and at last he grew as 
little as a taughn ol* twelve years old ; and there 
he wds, a brownish little man, about « four feet 
high.” 

“ ‘ riase yo«r honour/ says Manus, ‘ if I 
might make so^old, maybe you are one ^.of the 
good people ? ’ 

“ ‘ Maybe I am, and ‘maybe I am not ; but, 
anyhow, all you have to un jjerst^jind is this, that 
1 ’m bouiid to look af\er the Thiernas ^ of Breilhi, 
and take care of them through every generation ; 
and that my present business is to watch this cave, 
and what s in k, till the old stock is reigning over 
this country ‘Once more.* 

‘ Mayjbe you are a sort of a banshee ? ' * 

“ ‘ I am net, you fool,' said the little man. 
‘ The Banshee is a woman. M/ business is to 
live in the form you first saw me in, guarding 
this spot. And now hold your tongue, and look 
about you.' 

“ Manus rubbed his eyes, and looked right and 
left, before and behind ; and there was the vessels 
of gold and the vessels of silver, the dishes, and 
the plates, and th<8 ..cups, and the punch-bowls, 
and tile tankards : there was the golden mether, 
too, that every Thierna’at his wedding used to 
drink out of to the kerne in real usquebaugh. 
There was all the money that ever was saved in 
the family since they got a grant of this manor, 
in the days ^of the Firbolgs, down to the time of 
their duier ruinatioli.- lie *ihen brought Manus 
on with him to where there was arms for three 

lyg/iearna—a lord. Vide O’Brien. 
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hundred men ; and the sword set w^th dianoi^ds, 
and the golden helnjet of the^ O’Rourke ; and he 
showed lym the staff made out of an elephant’s 
tooth, and set with rubies an^ gold, that the 
Thicrna used to Hold while he sat in his great 
hall, giving justice and the law# of the Brehons 
to all liis clan. The first room in the cave, ye 
see, had the money and the plate, the second 
room had the arms, and the third had tke books, 
papers, par chnients,* title-deeds, wills, ^nd every 
thing else of the sort belonging to the family. 

* “ ‘ And now, Manus,’ says the little man, ‘ ye 
seen the whole o’ tliis,jand go vour ways ; but 
never come to this place any more, or allow any 
•one else. I must keep watch ancT ward till the 
Sassanach is druv out of Ireland, and tk& Thiettias 
o’ BreflTni in their glory again.* •The little man 
then stopped for a while and looked up in Manus’s 
face, and says to him in a great passion, ‘ Arrah ! 
bad luck to ye, Manus, why don’t ye go about 
your business*? * 

“ ‘ How can I ? — sure you must show me the 
way out,’ says making answer. The 

little man then pointeu forward with his finger. 

“ ‘ Carf^t we go out the Vay we came?’ says 
Manus. 

“ ‘ No, you must go out at the other end — » 
that’s the rule o’ this place. Ye came in at 
Linn-na-Payshtha, and ye must go out at Poul- 
maw-Gullyawn : ye came down like a stone to 
tlie bottom of oue« hole, and ye mus^ spring up 
like a cork to the top of the other.’ With that 
the little man gave Jiim one hoise, and all that 
Manus remembers was the* roar of the water "in 
X 3 
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liisi ea(s ; and sure enough he was found the next 
morning, high and dry, fast asleep, with the 
emptv bottle beside him, but far enough from the 
place he though^ he landed, for it was just below 
yonder on the island that his wife found him. 
My father, God*be merciful to him I heard Manus 
swear to every 'word of the story.** 

€ 

At there %re few things which excite human desire throughout all 
nations more than wealth, the legends /*oncerr.'.ng the concealment, 
discovery, and' circulation of money, are, as may be expected, widely 
extended ; yet in all th,e circumstances, which admit of so much fanci- 
fill embellishment, there every. where exists a striking similarity. ' 

Like the golden, applet' of the Hesperides, treasure is guarded by a 
dragon or serpent VVle Creuzer,*RGligion8 dc I’Antiqiiite, traduction 
de Guigniaut, i. 248. Paris, 1825. Stories of its discovery in conse. 
quence of drej>ins or spiritual agency are so numerous, that, if col^ 
lected, they wo)i1d fill many volumes, yet they vary little in detail 
beyond the actors an^ locality. Vide Grimm's Deutsche Sageii, i. 2S-0. 
Thiele's Dauske Folkesagn, i.ll2. ii.24. Kirke's Secret Commonwealth, 
p. 12. ic. 

The circulation of money bestowed by the fairies or ;:;u{X}rnatural per. 
sonages, like that of counterfeit coin, is seldom extensive. See story, in 
the Arabian Kights, of the old rogue whose fine looking money turned 
to leaves. When Waldemar, Uolgar, and Green c^ettc, in Danish tra- 
dition, bestow money upon the boors whom they meet, their gill some- 
times turns to fire, sometimes to iiebbles, and sometimes is so hot, that 
the receiver drops it ilrom his hand, ^hen t|?e gold, or what appeared 
to be so, sinks into the ground. 

In poor Ireland, the wrfiicbcd jieasant contents himself by solilo- 
quising~** Money is the devil, they say ; and God is gooa that He keeps 
it from ua" < 
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. ROCKS AND STORES. 



Forms in silence nuwu 
Shapeless and nameless ; and to mine eye 
Sometimes they rolled oflf* cloudily. 
Wedding themselves with gloom —or grew 
Gigantic to my^troubled view, ^ 
And seem’d to gather round me.** 


BANiM’f Celfs Para/i/^ 
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ROCKS AND STONES. 


-THE LEGEND OF CAIRN THIERNA. 
XXXVII. 

From the town of Fermoy, famous the ex- 
cellence of its •bottled ale, you Aay {Jl&inl^ see 
the mountain of Cairn Thierna. It is crowned 
by a great heap of stones, which, as the country 
people remark, never came there without “ a 
crooked thoug4it and a cross job.’* Strange it is, 
that any work of the good old times should be 
considered one of Jaboyr ; for round towers then 
sprung up like mushrooms in ,one night, and 
people played marbles with pieces of rock, that 
can now no more be moved than the hills them- 
selves. * 

This great pile on the top of Cairn Thierna 
was caused by the words of an old woman, whose 
bed still remains — Labacallyy the^hag’s bed — 
not far from the vjHage of Qlanworth.* She was 
certainly far wiser than any woman, either 
old or young, of mjr immediate acquaintance- 
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Jove |'efend;me, however, from making an en- 
vious comparison .between i ladies; but facts are 
stubborn things, and the legend will- prove my 
assertion. c 

O’Keefe was lord of Fermoy before the Roches 
came into that' part of the country ; and he had 
an only son — ificver was there seen a finer child : 
his young face filled with innocent joy was enough 
to maker any heart glad, yet his father looked on 
his smiles with sorrow, for’an old hag had fore- 
told that this boy should be drowned before he 
grew up to manhood. 

Now, although the» prophecies of Pastorini 
were a failure, it is no reason why prophecies 
should altogether be despised. The art in mo- 
dern times may be lost, as well as that of making 
beer out bf the mountain heath, which the Danes 
did to great perfection. But I take it, the malt 
of Tom Walker is no bad substitute for the one; 
and if evil prophecies were to come to pass, like 
the old woman’s, in vay opinion w^e are far more 
comfortable without such knowledge. 

t ' 

“ Infant heir of proud Fermoy, 

Fear not'fiCslds of slaughter ; 

Storm nor fire feaj- not, my boy, 

But shun the fatal water.” » 


These were the warning words which caused the 
chief of Fermoy so much unhappiness. Flis in- 
fant son was car.efi(|ly prev^nfed all approach to 
the river, and anxious watch was kept over every 
playful movement. The ch'ld grew up in strength 
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and in beauty ^ and every day becan^ mon| dear 
to his father, who, hoping t(^ avert the dodm, 
which, however, was inevitable, -prepared to 
build a castle far removed frojii the dreaded 
clement. * 

The top of Cairn Thierna was tlfe place chosen ; 
and th^ lord's vassals were assembled, and em- 
ployed in collecting materials for the purpose. 
Hither came the fated boy; with do6ght he 
viewed the laboriour Work of raising mighty stones 
from the base to tlie summit qf the mountain, 
uiftil the vast heap which now forms its rugged 
crest was accmnulated. ^ The workmen were 
about to commence the building, and the boy, 
who was considered in safety wlien on Wie moun- 
tain, was allowed to rove about at wMl! In his 
case how true .are the words of ftie g}$at dra- 
matist : 

• 

— Put byt a little water in a spoon, 

And it shall be, as all the ocean, 

EnouglTto stifle such ajking up." 

A vessel which coiV;ain^d a small supply of water, 
brought there for the use of the workmen, at- 
tracted thci attention of the tliild. He saw, with 
wonder, the flitter of the sunbeams within it ; he 
approached more near to gaze, when a form re- 
.sembling his own arose before him. He gave a 
cry of joy and astonishment, and drew back ; the 
image drew back also, and vanished^. Again he 
approached; again^tjie form* appear edt express- 
ing in every feature delight corresponding with 
his own. Eager to welcome the young stranger, 
he bent over the vessel to*press his lips; and 



316 the'legenb of cairn thierna. 

losing: his glance, the fatal prophecy i^as ac- 
cobiplished. 

Tl^ father in despair abandoned-; the com- 
menced building; and the materials remain a 
proof of the folly of attempting to avert the 
course of fate- * 
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THE ROCK OF THE CANDLE. 

XXXVIII. 

A FEW miles wSst oi^ Limerick stands .the once 
formidable castle of Carrigogynnel. Its riven 
tower and broken archway remain in mournful 
evidence of the sieges sustained by that city. 

Time, however, the great soother of all things, 

has destroyed the painful effect which the view 
of recent violence produces on the lAihd, • The 
ivy creeps around the riven tower* conc^lin^ its 
injuries, and upholding it by a tough swathing of 
stalks. The* archway Js again united by the 
long-armed briar which grows across the rent, 
and the shattered buttresses are decorated with 
wild-flowers, which gaily spring from their cre- 
vices and broken p)ace^ 

Boldly situated on a rock, the ruined walls of 
Carrigogujinel now form oiTIy a romantic feature 
in the peaceful landsoape. Beneath them, on 
one side, lies the flat marshy ground called Cor- * 
»cass land, which borders the noble river Shannon ; 
on the other side is seen the neat parish church 
of Kilkeedy, with its glebe-house apd surround- 
ing improvement^; •and at a short distance ap- 
pear the irregular mud cabins of the little village 
of Ballybrown, with tlie venerable trees of Tervoo. 

On the rock of Carrigo^unnel, before castle 
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was Uuilt, Of* Brien Boro born to build it, l^welt a 
hag named Granai who made desolate the sur- 
rounding coiSntry. She was gigantic ki si/e, and 
frightful in apfearance. I^cr eyebrows grew 
into each oth^r with a grim curve, and beneath 
their matted bristles, deeply sunk in lytr head, 
two small grey eyes darted forth baneful looks of 
evil. From her deeply wrinkled forehead issued 
forth a* hooked beak, dividing, two shrivelled 
cheeks. • Her skinny lips curjed with a cruel and 
malignant exprecsion, and her prominent chin 
was studded with bunches of grisly hair. 

Death was her sport. Like* the angler with 
his rod, the hag Grana would toil, and watch, nor 
think it l,Abour, so that the death of a victim re- 
warded her vjgils. Every evening did she light 
an enclxinted candle upon the roCk, and whoever 
looked upon it died before the ne.xt morning’s 
sun arose. NumbcrlesstAverfi the victims over 
whom Grana rejoiced ; one after the other had 
seen the light, and their death was the conse- 
quence. Hence came the country around to be 
desolate, and Carrigogu®nel,« the Rock of the 
Candle, by its drea^ied name. 

These w^ere fearful times to live in'. But the 
Finnii of Erin were the ai engers of the oppressed. 
Their fame had gone forth to distant shores, and 
their deeds were sung by an hundred bards. To* 
them the name of danger was as an invitation to 
a rich banquet. The web of enchantment stopped 
their course as little as the swords of an enemy. 
Many a mother of a son — many a wife of a hus- 
band — many a sistep of a brotlier, had the valour 
o'f the Finnian heroes bereft. Dismembered 
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limbs (ful\rered, and heads bounded on the gk'ound 
before their progress in bat4;lc. They rusHed 
forward with the strength of the furious^wind, 
tearing up the trees of the fores4 by their^ roots. 
Loud was their war-cry as tlie thunder, raging 
was thi^ir impetuosity above that of common 
men, and fierce was their anger %is the stormy 
waves of the ocean I 

It was the mighty Finn himself whotifted up 
his voice, and cornmafided the fatal candle of the 
hag Grana to be extinguished. . “ Thine, Regan, 
be the task,” he said, and to him he gave a cap 
thrice charmed by the magician Lunb of Lochlin. 

With the star of the same evjenii^g the candle 
^f death burned on the rock, and Refj^an stood 
beneath it. Had he beheld the slighte'St gliifinier 
of its blaze, he, too, would have peris1>ed, ^nd 
the hag Graqa, with the morning’s dawn, rejoiced 
over his corse. Wljen l^egan looked towards the 
light, the charmed cap fell over his eyes and 
prevented his seeing. The rock was steep, but 
lie climbed up its craggy side with such caution 
and dexterity, that, before the hag was aware, 
the warrior, with averted h^ad, had seized the 
candle, an!l flung it with prodigious force into 
the river Shminon ; theP hissing waters of which 
quenched its light for ever ! 

• Then flew the charmed cap from the eyes of 
Regan, and he beheld the enraged hag, with out- 
stretched arms, prepared to seize and whirl him 
after her candle. Regan instantly boufided west- 
ward from the rock just two miles, with a wild 
and wondrous spring.* Gray a looked for a mo- 
ment at the leap, and then tearing up a huge 
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fragnl^nt o& the rock, flung it after Uegi»n with 
su^h tremendous /brce, that her crooked hands 
treml^led and her broad chest heaved ydth heavy 
puffs, like a srmth’s labouring bellows, from the 
exertion. 

The ponderous stone fell harmless to the 
ground, for tke leap of Regan far exceeded the 
strength of the furious kag. In triumph he re- 
turned Fin ; 

The Hero valiant, renowned, ard learned ; 

While-tooth’d, graceful, magnanimous, and active.” 

The hag Grana was never heard of more ; but 
the stone remains, and, deeply imprinted in it, is 
still to (ie seen the mark of the hag’s fingers. 
Thai sto/ie is /ar taller than the tallest man, and 
thcr power of forty men would fail to move it 
from the spot where it fell. 

The grass may witheri^pjoupd it, the spade and 
plough destroy dull heaps of earth, the walls of 
castles fall and perish, but the fame of the Finnii 
of Erin endures with the rocks themselves, and 
dough-a-Regaiin is a monument fitting to pre- 
serve the memory /)f the deed ! 


“ 2li| njTlfn AfinjAc A:T«iuijeAc ecUc ; 
l?eiib5eAl, be^lbcAc, njeAnnjiMc ctteottAc.’* 
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a maul or something like a man, with great bkck 
whiskers, like a Hessian, ai^ a black cloak that 
reached down to the ground, tap! him ^n the 
shoulder, and saya^he — Timiarvis,do you see 
me?*' 

“ Surely I do, sir,” said Tim T wondering that 
any bo9y should know him in thd^ strange place* 

“ Tim,” says he, what is it brings you here 
in foreign part^ so far away from your dWn cabin 
by the mine or gre^ Copper at Balledehob ?” 

Please your honour,^' s^ys.Tim, « I'm cofEle 
td seek my fortune*” . t 

You 're a fool for yopr pains, /Km, # that’s 
all,” remarked the stranger in tha black cloi^; . 

this is a big place to seek o^e's mrtune in^ to 
be sure, but it 's npt so easy to find iC'^ • 

Now, Tim, after debating a long tVie ^ith 
himself, and ^considering, in the first place^ lhat h; 
might be the stranser who was to find the crock 
of gold for him { an9 in the next, that the stranger 
might direct him where t (2 find it, came to the 
resolution of telling him all* , 

There’s manj^ a ^e like me comes here 
seeking their fortunes,* said Tim. 

True,’asaid the strangeh 
But,” continued TiiWi looking up, « the body 
and bones of* the cause for myseli leaving £he * 
^woman, and Nelly, and the boys, and travelling 
sofmr, is to look for a crock of gold tb^t 1-m 
told is lying somewhere hereaboutSii” 

« And who told;ypu tjiat, Jim ? *’ 

« Why then, sit, thgt’s what I capH tell 
self rightly — only I dieajnt it/^ 

** Uop bo I is that all, Timf said the strangef, 
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lailghkig ; I had a dream myself ; and I dfeatned 
that I found a crook of gold; in the Fort field, on 
Jerry I Driscoll’s ground at Balledehofc; and by 
the same token, pit wher^ it lay was close to 
a large furze b^sh, all full of yellow blossom.” 

Tim knew Jerry Driscoll’s ground w^U ; and, 
moreover, he ftnew the Fort field as weJ] Rs he 
knew his own potato garden; he was certain, 
too, of tffe very furze bush at th^ north end of it 
— so, swearing a bitter biglo^th, says he — 

By all the Grosses in a yard of cheeky I al- 
ways thought there was money in that same 
fieldl" * • 

The moment he rapped out the oath the 
stranger /fisappeared, and Tim Jarvis, wondering 
at* all hiyi happened to him, made the best 
of Ivs way back to Ireland. Nor&h, as may well 
be supposed, had no very warm welcome for her 
runaway husband — theipTeaming blackguard, as 
she called him — and so soon as she set eyes 
upon him, all the blood of her body in one minute 
was into her knuckles to be at him ; but Tim, after 
his long journey, looked w cheerful and so happy- 
like, that she cou|4 not find it in her heart to 
givR him the first blow I He managed to pacify 
hi^ wife by two or three<broad hinljp about a new 
cloak and a pair of shoes, that, to speak honestly, 
were much wanting for her to go to chapel in i 
and decent clothes for Nelly to go to the patron 
with her sweetheart, and bromes tor the boys, 
and* somd" corduroy for himeelfi ^ It was n't for 
nothing,^’ says Tim, ** I went to foreign parts all 
the ways; and you'll see^whatll come out of it 
^mind my words.’^ 
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A ftw days afterwards Tim sold 4iis ca1iin«and 
his garden, and bcmght the^ fort field of Jerry 
Driscoll, •that had nothing in-it, but wa^full of 
thistles, and old iy;ones, and blackberry bushes ; 
and all the neighbours — as we]l they might — 
thought he was cracked I 

The nrst night that Tim could i^mmon courage 
to begin his work, he walked off to the field with 
his spade upoi^ his shoulder ; and aw^ he dug 
all night by the §icte of the furze bush, till he 
came to a big stone. He struck Jiis spade agafflRt 
it, and he heard a hollow sgund; but as the 
morning had begun to dawn, and the neighbours 
would be going out to their work, Jim, not wish-. 
*ing to have the thing talked i^ibout, 4^ent home 
to the little hovel, where Norah fmdtlje cUlldren 
were huddled* together under a neap%f straw; 
for he had ^old every thing he had in the world 
to purchase DriscplPe^^eld, though it was said to 
be the back-bone of the world, picked by the 
devil.” • , 

It is impossible to describe the epithets and 
reproaches bestowed the poor woman on her 
unlucky husband for brin^g her into such a 
way. Epithets and rep^roaches which Tim had 
but one mo^p of answering, as thus : — Nofah,^ 
did you see e’er a cowyou^ like?” — or, « Norah,* 
^ dear, has n’t Poll Deasy a feather-bed to sell?” 
—-or, « Norah, honey, wouldn’t you like your 
silver buckles as big as Mrs. Doyle’iS?” 

As soon as night came Tim stood lieside the 
furze bush, spade in hand. The moment he 
jumped down into the pit^ he heard a stran^ 
rumDling noise under him,&d so, putting his e& 
u 2* 
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against the great stone, he listened, anck over- 
heard a discourse |that made the hair on his 
head f|;and up like bulrushes, and every limb 
tremble. • ^ 

How shall yge bother Tim ?'* said one voice. 
Take him to the mountain, to be sure, and 
make him a tootAiful for the ould sarpint ; is long 
since he has had a good meal,” said another 
voice. • ^ 

Tim shook like a potato-bfossom in a storm. 

said a third voice ; “ plunge him in the 
bog, neck and he^ls.” 

Tim was a 'dead man,,barnng the breath. ^ 

^ “ Stop ! ” said a fourth ; but Tim heard no 

more, for^Tim was dead entirely. In about an* 
hour,*howef er, the life came bjick into him, and 
he ci^eptJliome*to Norah. • 

When the next night arrived, the hopes of the 
crock of gold got the better of his fears, and 
taking care to anu himself wfth a bottle of po- 
theen, away he went to the field. ' Jumping 'r'^o 
the pit, he took a little sup from the bottle to 
keep his heart up — he t^en took a big one— < 
and then with desp|erate wrench, he wrenched 
up the stone. All at once, up rushedr a blast of 
wind, wild and fierce, and<down fell Tim — down, 
‘down, and down he went — until ne thumped 
upon what seemed to be, for all the world, like a « 
floor of sharp pins, which made him bellow out 
• 

' 1* non mor), cf^non rimaifl 'vivo : 

Pensa oramai pet te, s’ hai iior d’ ingegno 
Qual io divenni d’ unc^e d* altro privo.” 

. Daxib, Inferno^ canto 34, 
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in ea^est. Then he heard a whisk ^nd a 
hurra, and instantly voices bejrond number ctied 
out — 

“ Welcome, Tim Jarvis, dear ! 

Welcome, down here ! 

Tliough* rim’s teeth chattered like magpies with 
the fright, he continued* to make answer — “ I’m 
he-hc-har-ti-ly ob-ob-liged to-to you all,*gen-gen- 
tlemen, fo-for your r^ility to-to a poor stranger 
like myself.” But* though he .had heard all 1km 
voices about him, he could gee nothing, the 
place w.us so daik and sq lonesome* in itself for 
want of the light. Then somethinjg pulled Tim 
Iby the hair of his head, and dragged Um, he did 
not know how far, but he knew he^was gcAng 
faster than the» wind, for he hearef it b^ndjiim, 
trying to ke^ up with him, and it could not. On, 
on, on, he went, till al^at once, and suddenly, he 
was stopped, and somebody came up to him, and 
said, Well, ®Tim Jarvis, ^and how do you like 
your ride ? ” 

‘‘ Mighty well !• I tfiank your honour,” said 
Tim ; “ and *twas a good beast I rode, surely I” 

There was a great laugh ’’at Tim’s answer ; and 
^hen there wp a whispering, and a great cugger 
mugger, and coshering ; ancl at last a pretty liffcle^ 
bit of a voice said, « Shut your eyes, and you’ll 
see, Tim.” 

“ By my word, then,” said Tim, « that is the 
queer way of seeing; but I’m not'the man to 
gainsay you, so Vh do as fpu bid me, any how.” 
Presently he felt a smiill warm hand rubbed over 
his eyes with an ointmenft, and in the next 
u 3 , 
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minutQ he saw himself in the middle of thor.sands 
of httle men and w^men, not half so high as his 
brogu^ that ere pelting one another with golden 
guineas and lily-6vhite thirteens^ as if they were 
so much dirt. The finest dressed and the biggest 
of them all weift up to Tim, and says he, Tim 
Jarvis, because you are a decent, honest quiet, 
civil, well-spoken man,” says he, and know how 
to behave yourself in strange company, we*ve 
altered our minds about you, ^d will find a 
ivft'ghbour of yomrs that will *do just as well to 
give to the old serpent.” 

Oh, then, long life^to you, isirl” said Tim, 
and there no doubt of that.” 

But what will you say, Tim,” enquired the’ 
little ^elldw^ if we fill your pockets with these 
yellqjv Ijbys?’ What will you say, Tim, and 
what will you do with them ? ” 

Your honour’s honoi^, and your honour’s 
glory,” answered Tim, ‘•ill not be able to say 
my prayers for one month with thanking you — 
and indeed I’ve enough to do with them. I’d 
make a grand lady, you i^e, a,t once of Norah — 
she. has been a good wife to me. We’ll have a 
nice bit of pork for ^dinner ; and, maybe, I’d have 
a glass, or maybe two glasses; or sometimes, if 
was with a friend, or acquaintance, or gossip, 
you know, three glasses every day ; and I’d build,, 
a new cabin; and I’d have a fresh egg every 
morning, myself, for my breakfast ; and I’d snap 
my fingers at the ’sguire, and beat his hounds, if 
they’d come coursing throu^*my fields; and I’d 
o 

• 1 An English shilling^was thirteen pence, Irish currency. 
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have I new plough ; and Norah, ^our honour, 
would have a new .cloak, and the boys*would 
have sho^ and stockings as will as Biddy Leary’s 
brats — tnat’s my sister what was — and^ Nelly 
would marry Bill Long of Affadown ; and, your 
honour, I’d have some corduroy for myself to 
make breeches, and a cow, and a beautiful coat 
with shining buttons, ^nd a horse to ride, or 
may-be two. I ’d have every thing,” gaid Tim, 
in life, good or bad, that is to be got for love 
or money — hurra-whoop I — and that’s what^j^ 

“ Take care, Tim,” said the little iellow, your 
money would not go fdbter than it came, with 
•your hurra-whodp.” 

But Tim heeded not this speech^ hegps of 
gold were arojund him, and he filled and filled 
away as hard he could,, his coat and his waist- 
coat and his breeches pockets ; and he thought 
himself very clever, nforeover, because he stuffed 
some of the guineas into his brogues. When the 
little people perceived this, they cried out — 
“ Go home, Tim Jarvis, go home, and think 
yourself a lucky man.* 

I hopp, gentlemen,” said he, « we won’t part 
for good and all ; but ipay.be ye’ll ask me to see 
you again, Ind to give you affair and square* ac^ 
count of what I’ve done wish your money.” 

To this there was no answer, only another 
shout — “ Go liuiuc, Tim Jai viB- — go homo fair 
play is a. jowol ; hilt shut your .eyes, •or ye ’ll never 
see the light of again.”* 

Tim shut his eyes, knowing now that was the 
way to see clearly ; and ayay he was whisked as 
u 4? 
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before— -away, away he went till he again stopped 
all of sudden. 

He rubbed his 6yes with his two thumbs — 
and wlV^re was h^ ? Where, but in the very pit 
in the field that was Jer Drisboll’s, and his wife 
Norah above wilSi a big stick ready to beat “ her 
dreaming blackguard.** Tim roared out* to the 
woman to leave the life in him, and put his 
hands in his pockets to show her the gold ; but 
he pulled^ out nothing only^a handful of small 
^Jjj^es mixed with yellow furze blossoms. The 
bush was under fiim, and the great flag-stonb 
that he had wrenched up, as he thought, was 
lying, as if it was never stirred, jjy his side : the 
•whiskey bottle was drained to the last drop; and* 
the<pi| wars |ust as his spade had made it. 

Tim Ja.*vis, ^exed, disappointed, and almost 
heart-broken, followed his wife home: and, strange 
to say, from that night he left off drinking, and 
dreaming, and delving in bog-holes, and rooting 
in old caves. He took again to his hard working 
habits, and was soon able to buy back his little 
cabin and former potato-gard^, and to get all 
the enjoyment he anticip^ated from the fairy 
gold; " ‘ 

Give Tim one or, at moiiit, two glasses of whis- 
]cey<punch (and neither friend, acquaintance, nor 
gossip can make him take more), and he will re- 
late the story to you much better than you have 
it here. Indeed, it is worth going to BalledpKob 
tu heui* hull itill it^ Ho olways pledges himself 
to the truth of ever^ word with his fore-fingers 
crossed ; and when he comep to speak of the loss 
of his guineas, he nearer fans to console himself 
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by adding — If they stayed with I wqjilc^’t 
have luck with them) sir ; and father 0*Shea told 
me ’twas well for me they*were changed, for 
if tlieyhadn’t, they’d have burned hole An my 
pocket, and got out that way.” 

I shall never forgdt his soleiftn countenance, 
and the* deep tones of his warnifig voice, when 
he concluded his tale, .by telling me, that the 
next day after his ride with the fairies, Mick 
Dowling was missingt and he believed liim to be 
given to the sarpinl in his places as he had nemm 
been heard of since. The blessing of the saints 
be between alU good men and harm,” was tlie 
concluding sentence of Tim Jarvis’s narrative, as 
he flung the remaining drops from liis^lass upon 
the green sward. 
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Oh ulSagone^ ullagone I this is a wide world, 
but whatfc will we do in it, or where will we go ? 
idR^ittered Bill Dpody, as he sat on a rock by the 
Lake of Killarhey. WhA will we do? to- 
morrow's resit-day, an^Tim the Driver swears 
if we don’t pay up our rent, he’ll cant every 
hdperth w^ tave ; and then, sure enough, there 'S 
Judy and thyself, and the poor little grawls ^ will 
be turn^ out’to starve on the high road, for the 
never a halfpenny of rent have 1 1 — Oh hone, 
that ever 1 should live to see this day 1’^ 

Thus dIB Bill Doody \>enioan his hafd fate, 
pouring his sorrows to the reckless waves of the 
most beautiful of lakes, which seemed to mock his 
misery as they rejoiced breath the cloudless sky 
of a May morning. That lake, glittering in sun- 
shine, sprinkled with fairy isles of r(y:k and ver- 
dure, and bounded by giant bills of ever-varying 
hdes, might, with its magic beauty, charm all 
sadness but despair ; for alas, , 

" TTow ill the scene tliat ufTers rest 
^And heart that cannot rest agr.^e 1 ** 

Yet Bill Doody Vas not s*6 'desolate as he sup- 
Cbilf£«n. 
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pose ^;0 there was one listening to he^litj;Ie 
thought of, and help^as at hand from a quarter 
he could not haiTe expected. 

** What's the matter with you^my poor tian?” 
said a tall portly looking gentleman, at the same 
time stepping out of furze-bftike. Now Bill 
was seated on a rock that commanded the view of 
a large field. Nothing in the field could be con- 
cealed from him, except this furze-brake, which 
grew in a hollow ncsir the margin of, the lake. 
He was, therefore, *not a little, surprised at 
gentleman’s sudden appearancd, and began to 
question whether the pqjrsonage before him be- 
longed to this world or not. He, however, soon 
\nustered courage sufficient to telf h^ how his 
crops had failed, how some bad nfefnbes had 
charmed away his butter, and 4iow ^im the 
Driver threatened to turn him out of tlie Tarm 
if he. didn't* pay up every penny of the rent by 
twelvd oi'clock next day. 

“ A sad story indeed,” said the stranger; but 
surely, if you represented the case to your land- 
lord's agent, he won't have the heart to turn you 
out.” 

“ HearVyour honour! i^hTere would an agent 
get a heart ! ” exclaimed Bill. “ I see your ho- 
nour does not know him : besides, he has an tye* 
• on the farm this long time for a fosterer of his 
own ; 90 . 1 c3cpieo4 ao morny nti all >it all, Only to 
be turned out.” 

<< Take this, nrjywor fellow, takfe .this,’* said 
the stranger, pouring a purse full of gold into 
Bill’s old hat, which jp his grief he had flung on 
the ground. « Pay the feltow your rent, but 1,11 
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take Gare it chall do him no good. I reniember 
the time when tilings werit otherwise in this 
country, when I would have hung up such a fel- 
low in' the twinkling of an eye 1 ” 

These words were lost upon Bill, who was in- 
sensible to everything but the sight of ^e gold, 
and before he jcould unfix his gaze, and lift up 
his head to pour out his hundred thousand bless- 
ings, thef* stranger was gone. bewildered 

peasant looked around in sedtcji of his benefactor, 

at last he thought he saw him riding on,^ 
white horse a long way off on the lake. 

“ 0*Donoghue, O'Dopoghue 1 shouted Bill ; 

the good, tjie blessed O'Donoghue I" and he^ 
ran capering like a madman to show Judy the 
gold,*and‘td reioice her heart with the prospect 
of wealtb*’and happiness. 

The next day Bill proceeded to the agent's ; 
not sneakingly, with his ho^. in his hand, his eyes 
fixed on the ground, and his knees bending under 
him ; but bold and upright, like a man conscious 
of his independence. 

‘‘ Why don't you takc^off your hat, fellow ; 
don!t you know you {ire speaking to a magistrate?” 
said the agent. 

« I know Fm not spefifcing to tb,e king, sir,” 
‘saifi Bill ; ‘‘ and I never takes off my hat btit to 
them r can respect and love. • The Eye that sees ♦ 
all knows I’vo no ra^Kt oi#kov tw icopcct ui’ love 
an agent 1” , . 

“ You scoundrel 1 ” retortQ^*^!'® man in office, 
biting his lips with rage afrsuch an unusual and 
unexpected opposition, ‘‘ Ml teach you how to 
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be insolent again — I have the pojver, rgncym- 
bcr,” 

To the cost 6 £ the country,*! know you have,” 
said Bill, who still remained with his h&d as 
firmly covered as ff he was the lord Kingsalc 
himself. 

“ But,*come,” said the magistrate ; “ have you 
got the money for me ?• — this is rent- day. L 
there's one penny of it wanting, or the*running 
gale that's due, prcpiwe to turn out before night, 

for you shall not remain another hour in pim 
scission.” 

“ There is your rent,j^' said Bill, with an un- 
moved expression of Jonc and countenance: 
** you’d better count it, and give me a^receipt in 
full for the running gale and all.” 

The agent gave a look of ama2emeif|( at the 
gold ; for it was gold — real guineas! and notibits 
of dirty ragged small notes, that are only fit to 
light one’s pipe with. However willing the agent 
may have been to ruin, as he thought, the unfor- 
tunate tenant, he took up {he gold, and handed 
the receipt to Bilh who strutted off with it as 
proud as a cat of her wniskers. . 

The ageit going to his dhsk shortly afler, was 
confounded at beholding a heap of gingerbread 
cakes insteacf of the money he had deposited 
.there. He raved and swore, but all to no pur- 
pose ; the gold had become gingerbread cakes, 
just marked like the guineas, with^ the king’s 
head, and Bill had^t|}e receipj^ih his'pocket ; so 
he saw there was no use in saymg any Biing about 
the affair, as he would «nly get laughed at for his 
pains. 



S02 


MNT-DAY. 


'Frem tha^ hour Bill Doody grew rich his 
undertakings prospered; and he often blesses 
the ^ay that he met with O’Donoghue, the 
great prince tttat lives do^ under tiie lake of 
Killarney. 

Like the butterfly, the spirit of Donoghue 
closely hovers^over the perfume of the^ hills and 
flowers it loves ; while, as the reflection of a star 
in the Waters of a pure lake, to those who look 
not above, that glorious '^spirit is believed to 
^fflvell beneath, » 
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Travellers ^ to Leinster to see Dublin and 
the Dargle ; to Ulster, to see the Giants Caui^ 
wSiy, and, perhaps, to do penance* dt Lough Dearg; 
to Munster, to see Killarne^, the beautiful 
city of Cork, and half afiozen other fine things ; 
but whoever thinks of \he fouHh f)TQvince?-— 
whoever thinks of going •— 

^ << Westward, where Dick Martin rmled^ 

Th^ houseless wilds of Cunnemara?** 

The Ulster-man^s ancient den\inc{ation to 
Hell or to Connaught/’ has possibly led to the 
supposition that this is a sort of infernal place 
above ground — a hind ^f terrestrial Pandemonium 
— in short, that Connaught is little better than 
hell, or h()ll little worse ihSn Connaught; but 
let any one only go there for a month, and, as 
the natives sly, I’ll warrant he’ll soon see (fhe 
differ, and learn to understand that it is mighty 
like the rest o’green^rin, only something poorer C 
and yet it might be thought that in tUs particular 
worse would be needless ;”.but so^t«is. 

My gracious me,” said Uie landlady of the 
Jm at Sligo, I wonder a gentleman of your 
teesi and curosity would thinik of leaving Ireland 
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wijhout majcing a tower (tour) of Connajight, if 
it Y/as nothing more than spending a day at Ha- 
zlewood, and up the lake, and- on tq. the ovM 
abbeV" at Friarctown, and the castle at Droma- 
hair/ 


Polly McBride, my kind hostess, might not in 
this remonstr^ce have been altogethe^ disinte- 
rested ; but her advice prevailed, and the dawn 
of the following morning found me in a boat on 
the unruffled surface of Laugh Gill. Arrived at 
head of that splendid sheet of water, covered 
with rich and wooded islands with their ruined 


buildings, and bounded by towering mountains, 
noble plantations, grassy slopes, and precipitous 
rocks, which' give beauty, and, in some places^ 
sublimity to its shores, 1 proceeded at once up 
the wide river which forms its principal tributary. 
The buld abbey ” is chiefly remarkable for 
having been built at a period nearer to the Re- 
formation than any other i&cdesiastical edifice of 
the same class. Full within view pf it, and at 
the distance of half sf mile, stands the shattered, 
remnant of Breffors princely hall. I strode for- 
ward with the enthusiasm Sf an antiquair, and the 
high-beating hearif of a patriotic I^shman. I 
felt myself on classic ground*, immortalised by 
tho lays of Swift; and of Moore, i pushed my. 
wav into the hallowed precincts of the grand 
ana.ypnerable edifice, l^i^i^red its chambers,' 
and, oh my countrymen, I them converted 
into the ddtnicile of pigs* and poultry! 

But the exterior of^« O'Ro^ite’s old hqllj” grey, 
frowning, and ivy-covere({, b well enough; it 
stands on a beetling precipice, round which a^ 
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Above all the islands in the lakes of'Killana^. 
^ve me Innisfallen — “ sweet Innisfallen/' as 
the melodious Moore calls it. * It k, in truth, a 
fairy isle, although I hiRre no fairy story to tell 
•you about it; and if I*had, these *arg such un-* 
believing times, and people of late have grown 
so sceptical, that they only smile* at n^ stories, 
and doubt them. 

However,* none will doubt that a monastery 
once stood . upon Innfsfallen islarJfd, for its ruins 
may still be seen ; neither, that within its walls 
dwelt certain pious and Idarned persons called 
Monks. A very pheasant set of fellows they were, 

I make not the smallel); doubt ; and 1 am sure of 
this, that tjjjey had a very plehsant spot to enjoy 
themselves m after dimmer — the proper time, be- 
lieve me, andPI am no bad judge of such mattdl'Si 
Jor the enjoyment o^U fine prospect. 

Out of all the monks you could not pick a bet- 
ter fellow nor a merrier sdul than father Cuddy: 
he sung a good song^ lie told a good story, and 
had a jolly, comfortable-looking paunch of his 
own, that was a credit to any refectory table. 
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He ,wa$ distinguished above all the rest by the 
nam\g of “ the fat father.” Now there are many 
that will take huff at a name ; but father Cuddy 
had no* nonsensd of that kind about him ; he 
laughed at it — and well able fie was to laugh, for 
his mouth nearly reached from one ear to the 
other: his might, in truth, be called dn open 
countenance. As his paunch was no disgrace to 
his food, neither was his nose to his drink. T is 
a doubt to me if there weremot more carbuncles 
* it than ever were seen at the bottom of the 
lake, which is sai4 to be full of them. His eyes 
had a right merry twinkle in them, like moon- 
shine dancing^ on the watfr; and his cheeks had^. 
'the roundnf^ss and crimson glow of ripe arbutus 
berfies. 

** HeVat, and drank, and prayed, and slept.— -What then? 

He eat, and drank, and prayed, and slept again ! 

Such was the tenor of his simple life : but when 
he prayed, a certain drowsiness would come upon 
him, which, it must be confessed, never occurred 
when a well-filled black? J.^ck ^ stood before him. 
Hence his prayers were short and his draughts 
were long. The world loved him, anJ he saw no 
,g 09 .d reason why he shoufd not in return love its 
venison and its usquebaugh. % But, as times went, 
he must have been a pious m^ or else what befel^ 
^ him never would have happened. 

Spiritual affairs for it was respecting the 
importation of a tun*bf wine Ihfo the island mona- 
stery ^ demanded the presence of one of the. 
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broth^hood of Innisfallen at the abbey of Irel^gh, 
now called Mucruss. The superintendence of 
this important ^matter was <!omniitted to father 
Cuddy, who felt too deeply iAterested^n the 
future welfare of any community of which he was 
a member, to neglect or dela^ such mission. 
With tfte morning’s light he wa.s seen guiding 
his shallop across the crimson waters of the 
lake towards the peninsula of Muefuss ; and 
having moored his^ little bark in safety beneath 
the shelter of a wave-worn cock, he advailCiiS^i^ 
with becoming dignity towards^the abbey. 

The stillness of the bj^ght and balmy hour was 
broken by the heavy fqptsteps pf the zealous fa-^ 
*ther. At the sound the startled doer, shaking* 
the dew from their sides, sprung up^ffom^tReir 
lair, and as they bounded off ~ ‘‘ Hf^h ! ” ex- 
claimed Cu jdy, what a noble haunch goes 
there ! — how deHcigus it would look smoking 
upon a goodly platter I’* 

As he proceeded, the n^puntain bee hummed 
his tune of gladness around the holy man, save 
when buried in the fi^xglove bell, or revelling 
upon a fragrant bunch of thy/ne ; and even then 
the little v«ice murmured out happiness in low 
and broken tpnes of voluptuous delight. Father 
Cuddy derived no small comfort from the sound,* 
.for it presaged a metheglin season, and me- 
theglin he regarded, if well manufactured, to be 
no bad liquor, particularly when there was no 
stint of usquebaughJm the bsewing. * 

Arrived within the abbey garth, he was re- 
ceived with due respcibt by the brethren of Ire- 
lagh| and arrangements for the embarkation 5f 
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the Y^ine were«completed to his entire satisfaction. 

“ WScome, father Cuddy,” sa^d the prior: “ grace 
be on you.” ' ‘ 

“ GrSice beford meat, then,” said Cuddy, “ for 
a long walk always makes me* hungry, and I am 
certain 1 have rrot walked less than half a mile 
this morning, to say nothing of crossing the 
water.” 

A pasty of choice flavour felt the truth of this 
assertion, .as regarded father Cuddy's appetite. 

such consoling repast, it would have been a 
reflection on monastic hospitality to depart with- 
out partaking of the gracp-cup; moreover, father 
Cuddy had a particular respect for the antiquity 
of that cusV)m. He liked the taste of the grace- * 
cup‘\^^ll :'^he tried another, — it was no less 
exceycnO, and'when he had swallowed the third 
he found his heart expand, and gut forth its 
fibres, willing to embrace ah mankind. Surely, 
then, there is’ Christian love and charity in 
wine I 

1 said he sung a good song. Now though 
psalms are good songs, agd m accordance with 
his vocation, 1 did not mean to imply that he was 
a mere psalm singer, ' it was well known to the 
brethren, that wherever father Cud^ was, mirth 
'anf melody were with him : — mirth in his eye 
and melody on his tongue: imd these, from ex-^ 
perience,are equally well knoTO tobe thirsty com- 
modities ; bul; he took good care never to let them 
run dry. To pleases the brotjiarhood, whose ex- 
cellent wine pleased him, he sung, and as << in 
vino veritasy* his song yAll well become this 
veritable history. * 
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CANTAT MONACHtJS/ 

I. 

Hoc erat in votis, 

£t bene sufficeret totis. 

Si dum porto sacculum ^ 

Bonum esseUubiquc jcntaculum 1 
£t si parvis 
In arvis 
J^Alam 

Invencro puHam^^ 

Ovum gentiliter prael^ebit recens 
^ Puella deceits. > 

Manu nec dft)is invita 

Flos vdllium hai um» * 

Decus puellanim, 

Candida Margarita ! 


THt FKIAE’S SdkG. 

I. 

My vows 1 can never fulfil^ ■ 

UntilP 

I have breakfasted, one way oi; other; 

And 1 freely protest^ 

That I nev^r can rest, 

•’Till I borrow or beg 

Unless 1 can com^A ould hen, its mother. 

But Maggy, my dear, 

While you *re here, 

I ^u’^fear ^ 

To want eg^ that lave just been laid newly ; 
For och 1 «you ’re a pearl 
Ofag&l, , 

And you *re called so in Latin most truly. 

X $ 
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II. 

Me hora jucunda ^cena) 
Dilectat bene, 

£t rAiim sine dubio grandium 
Maxima est prandium : 

2^ mihi crede, 

In hac aede, 

Multo magis gaudeo. 

Cum gallicantum sftidiO) 

In 4nu tuo 
Videns ova duo. 

Qh seiiiper me tractes ita ! 
Panibus de h ^rdeo facfis, 
rEt copi& lactir* 

Candida Margarita ! 


IL 

There is most to my minrl something that is still upper 
Than supper, 

Tho’ it must be admitted I fe^ noavay thinner 
After dinner; 

But soon as I hear th€ cock crow 
In the morning, 

lliat eggs you are bringing All surely I know, 

By that warning, , 

While your buttermilk helps meyto float 
Down my throat 
Those sweet cakes made of oat, 

P don't envy an earl. 

* Sweet girH 

Oeh, His you are a beautiful pearh 
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Sucfvwas his song. Father Cuddy smacked his 
lips at the rccollec<!ion ofMarger^s delicioutf fried 
eggs, which alVays imparted a peculiar relish tc 
his liquor. The very idea pfovoked Chiddy tc 
raise the cup to his mouth, and with one heart} 
pull thereat he finished its contents. 

Thil is, and ever was, a censoi^ous world, often 
construing what is only a fair allowance into at 
excess : but { scorn to reckon up any man’s drink 
like an unrclenting«host, therefore I .cannot tell 
^how many brimming draughts of wine, bedtcliiMi 
with thevemrahle Bead^ fathei;Cuddy emptied inb 
his " soul-casej” so he.§guratively tfermed thebod} 

His respect for tl^e goodly qpmpafty of tht 
monks of Irelagh detained him until (heir adj our A- 
ment to vespers, when he set forwarB bn hieireturn 
to Innisfallem. Whether his mind wi^js pccupied 
in philosophic contemplation or wrapped in pious 
musings, 1 cannot ^pclare, but the honest father 
wandered on in a different direction from that 
in which hiS shallop lay.* Far be it from me to 
insinuate that the good liquor which he had so 
commended caused Jiim to forget his road, or that 
his track was irregular and unsteady. Oh no 1 — 
he carriad his drink bravefy, as became a decent 
man and ,a good Christian ; yet, somehow, he 
thought he could distinguish two moons. ‘Clefts 
my eyes,” said Mher Cuddy, every thing is 
changing now-a^days I — the very stars are not 
.in the same places they used to b^; I think Cam- 
ciachta (the Plpiigb) is driving oif at a rate I 
never saw it before to-night ; but I suppose the^ 
driver is drunk, for*there are blackguards every 
where.” 


•Y 4* 
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Cuddy had^scarcely uttered these words, ^when 
he saw, or fancied he saw, the form of a young 
woman, who, .holding up a bottle,* beckoned him 
towardi her. TIAs night was extremely beautiful, 
and the white dress of the girl floated gracefully 
in the moonlight^is with gay step she tripped on 
before the worthy father, archly lookiif{g back 
upon him over lier shoulder. 

Ah, Margery, merry Margery T* cried Cuddy, 
‘‘ you tempting little rogue ► 

* F!o*s vallium harum, 

Dacus puellarum, 

Candida Myirgarita.* 

I see you, I^see you and &g bottle ! let me but 
catch jirou,*chndida Margarita I’’ and on he fol- 
lowed, panting* and smiling, after, this aHuring 
apparftion. 

At length his feet grew weary, ancl his breath 
failed, which obhged him to* give up the chase ; 
yet such was his piety that, unwilling to rest in 
any attitude but that of prayer, down dropped fa- 
ther Cuddy on his knees. usual, stole 

upon his devotions, and the morning was far ad- 
vanced, when he aH%kb from dreams^ in which 
tables groaned beneath thtir load of viands, and 
wina poured itself free and sparkling & the moun- 
tain spring. 

Rubbing his eyes, he looked about him, and 
the more he looked the more he wondered at the 
alteration wliich appeared the face of the 
^ country. << Bless my soul and Dod^ ! said the 
* good father, ** I saw the stare changing lastmight, 
bull here is a change Doubving his senses, be 
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I ooked ^ain. The hills bore the sam^majestic out« 
lineas on the preceding day, and the lake spreaS it- 
self beneath his View in the satne tranquil beauty, 
and studded with the same nudiber of ifilands ; 
but every smaller Mature in the landscape was 
strangely altered. What had b?en naked rocks 
were nql^ clothed with holly and a^utus. Whole 
woods had disappeared*, and waste places had 
become cultivated fields; and, to complete the 
work of enchantment, the very season itself 
seemed changed. In the rosy dawn of a sumnier’ii 
morning he had left the monastpry of Innisfallen, 
and he now felt in evgry sight and sound the 
dreariness of winter. ^ The hard^ ground was 
covered with withered leaves ; iciclei depended 
from leafless branches; he heard tlfeWeat low 
note of the robin, who familiarly approa^ei^him; 
and he felt lys fingers numbed from the nipping 
frost. Father Cudd^ found it rather difficult to 
account for such sudden transformations, and to 
convince himsblf it was not J:he illusion of a dream, 
he was about to arise, when lo I he discovered that 
both his knees ware l^ried at least six inches in 
the solid stone; for, notwithstanding all these 
changes, h^! had never altered his devout position. 

Cuddy waj now wide awake, and felt, when he 
got up, his joints sq^iy cramped, which it ^as* 
^only natural they shbuld be, considering the hard 
texture of the stone, and the depth his knees had 
sunk into it. But the great difficulty ixsas to explain 
bow, in one night, summer had become winter, 
whole woods had been cut down, andwelhgrown 
trees had sprouted up.^ The miracle, nothing else 
could he conclude it to be, &rged him to hast^ 
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hi^ return la Innisfallen, where he learn 

soi^e explanation of these iDarvellous events. 

Seeing a boat m<)ored within reach o^the shore, 
lie defayed not,' in the midst^of such wonders, to 
seek his own bark, but, seizing the oars, pulled 
stoutly towards* the island ; and here new won- 
ders awaited him. 

Father Cuddy waddled, as fast as cramped limbs 
could cafry his rotund corporation, to the gate of 
the monastery, where he^oydly demanded ad- 
^miftance. , 

Holloa! whence come you, master monk, and 
what’s your business?” Remanded a stranger who 
occupied the porter's pl^e. * 

** Busirvess I — my business ! ” repeated the 
cohfeunde j Cjuddy, — why, do you not know 
me i , ^fas the wine arrived safely ? ” 

Hence, fellow I ” said the portei;’s representa- 
tive, in a surl^ tone ; nor tjiink to impose on 
me with your monkish tales.” 

Fellow I ” exclainted the father*: ** mercy upon 
us, that r should be so spoken to at the gate of ray 
own house! — Scoundrel I” cried Cuddy, raising 
his Voice, “ do yoi^ i^ot see my garb — my holy 
garb?” 

“ Ay, fellow,” replied he of the ^eys — the 
''garb of laziness and filthy 4^bauchery, which has 
been expelled from out thebe walls. Know you 
not, idle knave, of the suppression of this nest of 
superstition, and that the abbey lands and pos- 
sessions T^re granted in Augast last to Master 
Robert Collam, by our Lady Elizabeth, sovereign 
queen of Englana, and paf^on of all beauty — - 
^lom God preserve V' 
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“ Queen of England ! said Cuddy ; there 
never was a sovereign queen of England — this is 
but a piece withTthc rest. I £(kw hoiv it was going 
with the stars last night — the world's tuAed up- 
side down. But surely this is Innisfallen island, 
and I am the father Cuddy wh(f yesterday morn- 
ing went over to the abbey of Irejagh, respecting 
the tun of wine. Do you not know me now ? 

“ Know yoi^! — how should I know j^u ? ” said 
the keeper of the abbey. Yet trye.it is, that 
I have heard my grandmother,, whose mothcJ^ r%« 
membered the man, often spes^ of the fat father 
Cuddy of Innisfallen, ^ho made profane and 
^ godless ballad in praise;^f fresl\ egg^, of which he^ 
and his yile crew knew more than th^ did of thcf 
word of God ; and who, being drunk, •it is said, 
tumbled into the lake one night, and wasf rqwned ; 
but that mu^ have been a hundred, ay, more than 
a hundred years sm<gj.” ' * 

'Twas I who composed that song in praise of 
Margery’s fresh eggs, wljich is no profene and 
godless ballad — no other father Cuddy than 
myself ever beloHge<l to Innisfallen,” earnestly 
exclaimed the holy man. A hundred years ! 
— what vmis your great-grandmother’s name ?” 

‘‘ She wag a Malioay of Dunlow — Margaret 
ni Mahony ; and my^grandmother — ” • • 

“ What I merry Margery of Dunlow your great- 
grandmother I” shouted Uuddy. St. Brandon 
help me I —the wicked wench, with (liat tempting 
bottle ! — why, ’t|ry%only last night a hundred 
years I — your great-CTandmother, said you ? — 
God bless us t there mas been a strange torpor 
over me ; I must have slept all this time T’ * 
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That father Cuddy had done so, I think is suf- 
ficiently proved by the changes which occurred 
during his .oap. *A reformation, and a serious 
one i^ was fof him, had taken place. Pretty 
Margery's fresh eggs were no longer to be had in 
Innisfallen ; arid with a heart as heavy as his 
footsteps, the^worthy man directed his course to- 
wards Dingle, where he embarked in a vessel on 
the point of sailing for Malaga. The ricli wine 
of that place had of old impressed him with a high 
;! respect for its monastic establishments, in one of 
which he quietly wore out the remainder of his 
days. 

The stonq^ impressed with the mark of father 
Cuddy's knees m'ay be seen to this day. Should 
any ipcredfilous persons doubt my story, I request 
them^toT go to ‘Killarney, where Clough na Cuddy 
sb is the stone called — remains in Lord Ken- 
mare's park, ah indisputable evidence of the fact. 
Spillane, the b'ugle-man, will' be able to point it 
out to them, as he did so to me ; and here is my 
sketch by which they may identify it. 




333 


THE GUNTS STAIRS. 


XL. 

On tlie road between Passage and C«rk there 
is an old mansion called Ronaync’s Cou^t. It may 
be easily known frdm the stack.of chimneys «ndi 
tRc gable eri^s^ which are to bd seen look at it 
which way you .will. Here it was that Maurice 
Rcnayne and his wifeMSrgaret Gou^ kept house, 
*as may be learned to tliYs day from the great old 
chimney-piece, on which is carved Ittfeir ^rms. 
They ^cre a njighty worthy couple, antf had but 
one son, who was called Philip, after no itss a 
person than tlic king of Spain. • 

Immediately onTiis smelling thS cold air of this 
world the child sneezed; and it was naturally taken 
to be a good sign of his having a clear head ; but 
the subsequent rapidly of his learning was truly 
amazing ; for on the very first day a primer was 
put into hjj^ hand, he tore but the A, D, C, page, 
and destroyed it, as • thing quite beneath his 
notice. No Vender .then that both father 3nd 
mother were proud of their heir, who gave such 
Indisputable proofs of genius, or, as they call it 
in that part of the world, 

One morning, )|io|r^ver, IVt^ter Phil, who was 
then just seven y^ars old, was missing, and no one 
could tell what had become of him : servants were 
sent in M directions to sbik him, on horsebaci 
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and on foot, but they returned without any tidings 
of ftie boy, whose disappearance altogether was 
most unaccountable. A large regard was offered, 
but it produced them no intelligence, and years 
rolled away without Mr. and Mrs. Ronayne hav- 
ing obtained any satisfactory account of the fate 
of their lost child. 

There lived, at this tii’tie, near Carigaline, one 
Robert Kelly, a blacksmith by trade. He was 
what is termed a handy ihan, and his abilities 
" ^ei% held in much estimation by tkj^ds and the 
lasses of the neighbourhood : for, iiffiependent of 
shoeing horses, which he.jdid to great perfection, 
and making plough irons * he interpreted dreams * 
for the young women, sung Arthur O’Bradley at 
their we(lclings*.and was so good-natured a fellow 
at a ^rirtening, that he was gossip" to hdf the 
country round.^ 

Now it happened that Robin had a dream him- 
self, and young I’hilip Ronayne appeared to him 
in it at the dead hour of the night. Robin thought 
he saw the boy mounted upon a beautiful white 
horse, and that he told Jiiia how he was made a 
page to the giant ]V{abon Mac Mahon, who had 
carried him off, and who held his court in the 
har^ heart of the rock. ‘*^he seven years — my 
^time of service — are clean ^out, Robin,” said he, 

and if you release me this night, 1 will be the 
making of you for ever after,” • 

And how will I know,” said Robin — cunning 
enough, e^en in hie sleep but this is all a 
dream?” ^ 

" Take that,” said^the Soy, «for a token” ~ 
and at the word the white horse struck out with 
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one bf his hind legs, and gave poor ]|^obin such a 
kick in^he forehead, tthat thinking he was a dfiiad 
man, he rqgred as loud as he could after his brains, 
and woke up calling a thousand^ liiurderi^ He 
found himself in bed,*but he had the mark of the 
blow, the regular print of a horsd^shoe upon his 
forehead us red as blood ; and Robin Kelly, who 
never before found himself puzzlecTat the dream 
of any other person, did not know what^to think 
of his own. * • , 

Robin was well Ticquainted v^ith the GiaAt’s 
Stairs, as, indeed, who is not that* knows the har- 
bour ? They con^st of great masses o^rock, which, 
piled one above anothei^rise like a flight of steps, 
irom very deep water, against *the b^ld cliflP of 
Carrigmahon. Nor are they badly suitSd^for stiHrs 
to thoi^ who haye legs of suificient longth^o g^ride 
over a moderate sized house, or to enable them to 
clear the space of a rnile in a hop, ftep, and jump. 
Both these feats tfle giant«Mac Mahon was said 
to have performed in the days of Finnian ^ory ; 
and the common tradition of the country placed 
his dwelling withiy thf cliff up whose side the 
stairs led. , 

Such wa&the impression which the dream made 
on Robin, uiat he detevmined to put its truth to 
the test. It*occurre4 to him, however, befAre 
setting out on this adventure, that a plough iron 
may be no bad companion, as, from experience] 
he knew «it was an excellent knock-^own argu. 
ment, havipg, on mpr|i^occa8ioips than one, settled 
a little disagreen\pnt very quietly: so, putting 
one on bis shoulder, off he marched in the cool 
of the evening through Olaun a Thowk (th| 



536 ' f THE grant’s stairs. 

Hawk’s Glei^ to Monkstown. Here an old gos- 
sip'^f his (Tom Clanceyby name) lived, i&ho, on 
hearing Robin’s dream, promised him };he use of 
his skXr, and m6reover offered to assist in rowing 
it to the Giant’s Stairs. 

After asuppei which was of the best, they em- 
barked. It was a beautiful still nightf and the 
little boat glided swiftly along. The regular dip 
of the oars, the distant song of the sailor, and 
sometimes the voice of a belated' traveller at the 
-<ieri»y of Carrigalpe, alone brdke the quickness of 
die land and seat and sky. The tide was in theflr 
favour, and ia a few minutes Robin and his gossip ‘ 
rested on th^ir oars undeY the dark shadow of the 
Giant’s Stairs. Robin Iboked anxiously for the’ 
enti'afice xd'the Giant’s palace, which, it was Md, 
mayJ^e’jDund by any one seeking it at mif^ight; 
but no such entrance could he see. His impa- 
tience had hut^ried him there befoVe that time, 
and after waiting a considerable space in. a state 
of suspense not to be described, Robin, with pure 
vexation, could not help exclaiming, to bis com- 
panion, << ’Tis a pair of fools yfe are, Tom Clan- 
cey, for coming here at alt on the strength of a 
dream.” 

'‘And whose doing i8#it,” Said Tom, “but 
^yofirown?” ^ 

At the moment he spoke they perceived a faint 
glimmering light to proceed frpm the cliff, which * 
gradually inpreased until a porch big enopgh for a 
rag’s palace unfbldpd itsel44^<’8t; OQ a i^vel with 
the water. They pmled the skijQT directly towards 
the opening, and Robin Klfelly; seizing hia^plough 
itbn, boldly entered Vith a strong hand and a 
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Stout yeart. Wild and strange was tfeat entrance ; 
the whole of which Appeared formed of grim*and 
grotesque faces * blending so ^tr«jngely each with 
die other that it was impossible to define ally : the 
chin of one formed tne nose of another : what ap- 
peared to be a fixed and stern eye, if dwelt upon, 
changeef to a gaping mouth ; and the lines of the 
lofty forehead grew into a majestic and flowing 
beard. The nvire Robin allowed himstlf to con- 
template the form^ a^und him, the more terrific 
tjiey became ; and the stony expression o^thil^ 
crowd of faces assumed a savage ferocity as his 
imagination convertedJjeature after feature into a^ 
p different shape and cn^racter. Losing the twi-| 
light in which these inoefinitc forms \scre visible* 
he advanced through a dark and (Jevious pasi^ge, 
whilst^ a deep «nd rumbling noise souiyie^as if 
the rock was.about to close upo^ him and swal- 
low him up alive, for ever, Nq^, indeed, poor 
Robin felt afraid. 

“ Robin, Robin,” said he, “ if you were a fool 
for coming here, what in the name of fortune 
are you now?” Cut^ as before, he had scarcely 
spoken, when he saw aoSQiall light twinkling 
through tlK darkness of the distance, like a star 
in the midnight sky. ^£o retreat was out of the 
question ; for so many turnings and winding^ 
f were in the passage, that he considered he had 
but little chance ^)f making his way back. He 
therefore proceeded towards the bit*of light, and 
came at last into ^spacious ckamber,frbm the roof 
of which hung tile sectary lamp that had guided 
him. Emerging from sucl^ profound gloom, the 
single lamp afforded Robin abundant light *to 
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discover several gigantic figures seated remind a 
masSive stone table as if in Serious deliberation, 
but no word' distiA-bed the breathles.^ silence 
which prevailed. At the h^ad of this table sat 
Mahon Mac Mahon himself, whose majestic beard 
had taken root, and in the course of ages grown 
into the stone slab. He was the first who per- 
ceived Robin ; and instantly starting up, drew his 
long beard from out the huge lu/np of rock in 
such haste and with so suddei), a jerk that it was 
^halXered into a thousand pieces. . 

“ What seek you?” he demanded in a voice of 
thunder, 

* “ I come,” rns\^cred Robin, with as much bold- , 
ness as he could put on — tor his heart was almost 
fainling witfiin^y him — "I come,” said he, ‘Ho 
clain\jP)plip Ronayne, whose time of service is 
out this night.” ^ 

“ And who sijnt you here?” said the giant. 
“*lVas of my own accord I came,” said Robin. 

Then you must single him out from among 
my pages,” said the giant ; ^^and if you fix on the 
wrong one your life is thebforfeit. Follow me.” 
He led Robin into a^h^ll of vast extent and filled 
with lights ; along either side of whicb were rows 
of Jfeautiful children all ^parcntlyoseven years 
bid, and none beyond that age, dressed in green, 
and every one exactly dressed alike. 

“ Here,” said Mahon, “ yois are free to take 
Philip Ronayne, if you will ; but, remember, I 
give but on*e choice,* •• • 

Robin was sadly perpl^ed;«for there were 
hundreds upon hundreds of children ; and^ie had 
no* very clear recollection of the boy he sought. 



TPIE giant’s^stairsw 339 

But lig walked along the hall, by th« side o^VTa- 
hon, as if nothing VTas the matter, althougn'' his 
great iron dress* clanked feaffully at every step, 
sounding louder than Robins own sledgefbattcr- 
ing on his anvil. 

They had nearly reached thJ end of the hall 
without*speaking, when Robin sj^eing that the 
only means he had was to make friends with the 
giant, determiged to try what effect A few soft 
words might have |ip©n him. 

, “ 'T is a fine wholesome appearance the ^ooi^ 
children carry,” remarked Robig, “ although they 
have been hereto lonj^hut outfroirt thp fresh air^ 
^and the blessed light (tf heaven. iT is tenderly* 
your honour must have* reared them * 

Ay,” said the giant, “ that ;s tru*e fou ;fou ; 
so giiie me your hand; for you are, 1 l^eli^ve, a 
very honest ^pllow for a blacksmith.” 

Robin at the hpulook did much like the 
huge size of the hand, and therefore presented his 
plough-iron, ^hich the giA^t seizing, twisted in 
his grasp round and round again as if it had been 
a potato stalk ; on ^cing this all the children 
set up a shout of laughter. Jn the midst of their 
mirth Rol^n thought he heard his name called ; 
and, all ear gnd eyo, Ife put his hand on the boy 
whom he fancied hack spoken, crying out at \hif 
^same time, Let me live or die for it, but this is 
young Phil Ronayne.” 

“It is Philip Ronayne — happy, Philip Ro- 
nayne,” said his ^QWig conuianions ;*and in an 
instant the halldoecame dark. Crashing noises 
were If^ard, and all was jn strange confusion ; 
but Robin held fast his prize, and found him^lf 
z t 
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lyinsj in the grey dawn of the morning at tl^e head 
of the Giant s stairs with the boy clasped in his 
arms. • . ^ « 

Rob^n had plenty of gossips to spread the story 
of his wonderful adventure — Passage, Monks- 
town, Ringaskiddy, Seamount, Carrigaline — the 
whole barony.,.of Kerricurrihy rung with*’it. 

“ Are you quite sure,* Robin, it is young Phil 
Ronayne*you have brought back y ith you ? ” was 
the regular question ; for although the boy had 
•beeli seven years- away, liis appearance now was 
just the same as on the day he was missed. He 
had neither grown taller nor older in look, and he 
spoke of things which ha^fiappened before he was^ 
carried offgas one awakened from sleep, or as if 
they hajJ occurred yesterday. 

sure ? Well, that *s a queer quoftion,” 
was Robin s reply; “ seeing the boy luis the blue 
eyes of the mother, with thp foxy hair of the fa- 
ther ; ,to say nothing of the purti/ wart on the 
right side of his little nose.” 

However Robin Kelly may have been ques- 
tioned, the wortliy coupl% of-* Ronaync’s court 
doubted not that he was* the deliverer of their 
child from the power of the giant ^^^lc Mahon ; 
and the reward they bestowed upon, jiim equalled 
their gratitude. » 

Philip Ronayne lived to be an old man ; anc^ 
he was remarkable to the day of his death for his 
skill in working brass and iron, which it was be- 
lieved he had learned during his seven years* ap- 
prenticeship to the giant Mahout Mac Mahon. 



And now, farewell ! the fairy dream is o’er ; 

The tales my infMicy had loved to hear; 

Like blissful visions, fade and disappear. 

Such tales Monionia’s peasant tells no, more ! 

Vanish’d are MERMAiDm^rom her sea-beat*shore ; 
Check’d is the Headless horsIimai^s strange careor 
Fir Darrig’s voice no longer mock*\lie ear,. 

Nor ^ocKs bear wondrous imprints Vs of 
Such is ** the march of mind.” But did tHe fSys 
(Creatures *of whim — the gossanibrs of will) 

Bi Ireland work* such sorrow anfl such ill 
As Stormier spirits of our modern days ? 

Oh land beloved ! no angry voice I raise; 

My constant prayer-^** ^ay peace be with thee still I” 


^ppenDir 



LETTER FROM SXR WALTER SCOTT TO THE ACTIIO" OF THE 
j IRISH FAIRY LEGENDS. 

Sir, 

I HAVE been obliged by the courtesy which sent me 
your very irKtercsting work on Irish Superstitions, and no 
-4ess by the arnuscnicivt which it has aflorded me, both from 
the interest of the stprios, and the lively manner In which 
they are told. You are to consider this,.|Sir, as a high com- 
pliment frofn one, who holds iji«n on the subject of elves, 
ghosts, visions, &c. iftiarly as f .rong as William Churne of 
Staffordshire,* 

** WhoVjveiV year can mend your cheer 
With talcs both old and new.” c 

The extreme similarity of your fictions. to ours in Scot- 
land is very striking. The Clur^^'aune (which is an ad- 
mirable subject fol a pantomime) is not known hefe. I 
suppose .‘he Scottish cheer was not sutTicient to tempt to the 
hearth cither him, or that ‘singular demon called by Hey- 
wood the Buttery Spirit, which diminished the profits of an 
unjust landlord by eating up aj) that he cribbed for his 
guests. 

The beautiful superstition of the Banshee seems in a 
great measure peculiar to Ireland, though in si.me Highland 
families there is such a spectre, pfirticularly'in that of Mac 
Lean of Lochbhy; but 1 think 1 could match all your 
other tales with something similar. 

1 can assure you, however, that Vhe progress of philo- 
sophy has not even yet entirely « pulled the old woman out 
of our hearts^’* as Addison expresses it. Witches are still held 
in reasonable detestation,' althouglf^e ho longer burn or even 
score above the breath. As for the '^atcr bull, they live 
who will take their oathi^o having seen him emerge from 
a small lake on the bouiraary of my property here, scarce 
large enough to have hcH him, 1 should think. Some 
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traits ii^ his description seem to answer the hippopotamus, 
and these are always mentioned both in highland an J low- 
land story^ strange if we couldgconceivp there existed, 
under a tradition so universal, some sfcudowy reference to 
these fossil bones of anin^als which arc so often found in the 
lakes and bogs. • 

But to leave antediluvian stories for the freshest news 
from fairy' land, I cannot resist the temptation to send you 
an account of King Oberon*o court, whicl^ was verified be- 
fore me as a magistrate with all the solemnitie| of a court 
of justice, within «this fortnight past. A young shepherd, 
a lad of about eightccj} ydars of age, well broifght u^ and 
of good capacity, and that I may be 4 )crfectly accurare, ii^ 
tlie service of a friend, a most r^pectable farmer at Oak- 
wood, on the estate of Hugh Scott, Jifsq. oil Harden, made 
oath and said, that goingtflu look after some fheep whicha 
*his master had directed to b^put upon turftips, and passings 
in the grey of the morning a small copse-^piood adjacent 
to the river Etierick, he was surpri^d §t the sig|itM)f*four 
or fivejittlc per^nages, about two feet or thirw ipehes in 
heigiit, who were seated under tlie trees, and ajlparcfttly in 
deep con versatioti. At this singular appearance- he paused 
till h^ had refreshed kis^oblc couragc#vith a prayer and a 
few recollections of last Sunday*s sermon, and |lien ad- 
vanced to the litlTc party. But, observing that, instead of 
disajfpearing, they seemed to become yet more magnifi- 
cently distinct than ^before, and now doubting nothing, 
from their foreign dressef^nd splendid decorations, that 
they were the choice ornaments 'ofiithe fairy court, he fairly 
turned tail %nd went to ‘‘raise the water*’ as if the 
Soiith’ron had piadc a raiS. Others came to the rescue, 
and jrct the fairy a)jvaited their arrival in still *andP 

silent dignity. I wish 1 could stop here, for the devil 
*takc all explanations, they stop duels and destroy the cre- 
dit of apparitions, neither allow ghosts to be made in an 
honourable way, or to be believed in (poer souls) when 
tliey revisit the glimpiesyaf the moen. • * 

1 must however ^plain, like other honourable gentle- 
men, elsewhere. You mmi know, that, like our neigh-, 
hours, we have a school of aAs for our mechanics* at 
G— - » , a small manufacturi^ town in this country, and 
that the tree of lAiowlcdge ther^ as elsewhere proc|pces its 
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usual crop of gaod and evil. Tlie Jay before this patar of 
Obeibn was* a fair-day at Selkirk, and amongst other 
popular divertisements, was one which^ in former days, I 
would h^ve calle*d 9 puppet-show, and its m<ister a puppet 
showman, lie has put me rights however, by informing 
me, that he writes himself artist from VavxhalU and that he 
exhibits fantoccini cs\\ them what you will, it seems they 
gave great delij^t to the unwashed artificers of 
Formerly they would have leen contented to wonder and 
applaud, biytnot so were they satisfied in our modern days of 
investigation, for they broke into Punch'd sanctuary forcibly, 
after he had been laid aside for'thq evening, made violent 
^seisulpe of his person,* and carried off him, his spouse, and 
heaven knows what^ captives besides, in their plaid nooks, 
to be examined at*^leisure. All this they literally did 
^{forcing a &oor to accomplish ft' eir purpose) in the spirit of 
«lBcience alone, Br biK; slightly^, stimulated by that of malti 
whisky, with which last we' have been of late deluged. 
Cool Kfleefion csj^c ^s they retreated by the banks of the 
£tteric]c ; they made the discovery that they could i^o more 

make^uifjh move than Lord could make him speak, 

and recollecting, T believe, that there wasSuch a person as 
the sheriff in the world, they abandoned their prisoi\ers, in 
hopes, es they pretended, that they would be found and 
restored in safety to their uroper owner. •* ’ 

It is only necessary to add that the artist bad bis losses 
made good by a subscription, and the scientific inquirers 
escaped with a small fine as a ^fhufng not to indulge such 
an irregular spirit of reaearch in future. 

As this somewhat tedious story contains ^.he very last 
news from fairy land, I hope you will giv^e It acceptance, 
^nd^beg you to believe me very «^nuch 

Your obliged and thankful servant, 

, Waiter Scott. ' 

S7th April, 182^ 

Abbotsford, M^lrobb. 

THE END? 
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